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CAN OLIVIER ASSAYAS 
REVEAL THE MAN 
OBSCURED BYTHE MYTH 
OF CARLOS THEJACKAL? 

Direcied by Olivier Aseayat' 

Slurring Edgar Ramirex, Nora von Wat del dlleH^Chritloph Bach 
Released October 22 



“THIS IS THE STORY 
OF THE MAN WHO 
FOUND HIMSELF AT 
THE INTERSECTION 
OF HISTORY, WHEN 
THE FUTURE WAS 
BALANCED ON THE 
SCALES OF POWER 
AND POSSIBILITY.” 


OOOTbe Carles Isiuc 



W 1 d s 


^ y Matt 


Bochenski 



he hisiury of lell-wing radicalism is being wriuen by the vanquished. 
It's the story of a defeated generation pieced together &om pristm cells and 
safe houses. Ii^ a Itacturcd narrative of violence and politics, resistance and 
revolution. It's compelling, seductive and dangerous. In truth, it's many 
dilTereni stories entangled in a complex web of agendas and ideologies, 
But at the centre is the gravitational influence of llich Ramirez Sinchez, 
better known as Carlos the Jackal. 

Bum into a communist family in\%nezuela and originally named in honour 
of Lenin, Cados was an itinerant child. He was educated at the loondtm 
Sdtool of Economics and uainedin guerrilla warfare in Cuba. He daimed 
to have joined the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine in 1970, 
and spent the next quarto- of a century engaged in an uiban campaign 
against cq^iialisn, Zionism and western imperialism, turning Europe into 
a proxy baulegmund Ibr the Middle Ease 

Carlos and his associates bombed newspaper offices in Paris and banks 
in London. They auacked the French embassy in West Berlin and fired 
rockets u Israeli planes in Oily. But it was a raid on OPEC iheOrganisalitm 
of the Petroleum Exporting Countries in Vienna in December 1975 that 
saw Carlos turn leriurism into political theatre. Leading a gang of six PFLP 
militants, he look 60 hostages, commandeered the Austrian tdevision 
networks and eventually flew to safety in Tripoli. After Vienna, Carlos the 
Jackal was no longer a terrorist he was a star. 

So it's telling that Olivier Asses’ muscular biography should restrict itself 
to his first name only. This isn’t the story of the n^ihologized folk hero. 
This is the story of the man who found himself at the inietseoion of history, 
when the fuiuie was balanced on the scales of power and possibility. 

Assayas is aiicmpung to remain, if not impartial, then sdf-awaie.The film 
opens with a title card acknowledging that much of Carlos' life remains 
a mystery.'l'he director has filled in the gaps with an imaginative account 
of history, foliowing Carlos on his journey through the radical underground 
from Europe to Palestine, Libya, Iraq, Lebanon, South Africa, Jordan, 


Yemen. Algeria and Sudan. Here he crosses paths with a bewildering array 
of piili(ical figures and intelligence officers as he gradually ewlves from 
a covert operative to a political embarrassment after the fall of the Berlin 
Wall and the defeat of global communism. 

By necessity rather than design, the story of Carios is a ^otgun history of 
the Cold War. It's a monumental undertaking for a filmmaker, one that 
Assayas originally deemed too big for cinema. This 164-minuie theatrical 
cut is just a taste of the five-and-a-half-hour veraon that ran cm French 
TV and closed the Cannes Film Festival in Mt^.And although it contains 
enough detail to fill an exam paper on international relations, the joins 
do show. Inter-titles help us keep track of names, dates and places that 
would otherwise became confusing (and occasiunally do anyway). But the 


“ASSAYAS 
CAN’T HELP 
BUT ASSEMBLE 
THE FILM WITH 
A MECHANISTIC 
QUALITY.” 


repeated tactic of fading to black between scenes creates the impression 
that Assayas alongside editors I.uc Bamier and Marion Monnier has 
simply dumped vast emi'unts of the film onto a cutting rotvn floor. 

What we’re left with is a biopic that provides a notable contrast to other 
films that revisit the era. Though Carlos can’t help but evince a certain 
radical chic all vthiskey, cigarettes, leather jackets and sideburns 
it avoids the gauche glamorisatitm of Uli Edel's The Baader MeinhoJ 
Cbmpfex.a film that was intoxicated by machine guns and miniskirts. But if 
Assayas offers the more serious interrogation of the revolutionary impulse 
directly addressing the seductive qualities of the terrorist lifestyle, 
“to brush against danger but never touch it," as Carios puts it his film 
also suffers for it. Carlos lacks the energy and charisma that cnlivtmed 


Jean-Francois Richel’s Mesrine a film that skimmed the context to focus 
ruthlessly on ritaracier. 

Part of that can be attributed to the fact that there's simply so much plot 
to novigaie.We join Carlos in his early days in Paris, the committed soldier 
whose idea of glory lay “in the duty accomplished in sSence, ftx the sole 
satisfaction of acting in total agreement with our conscience, working for 
a universal cause.’’We see him kill for the first time, murdering two French 
agents andaLri}anese informant in calm cold blood. We follow him to the 
Yemeni training camps of the PFLP and irom there across the world and 
back through the OPEC ^ctacle and Saddam's Iraq to the fr^htened, 
faded days shuttling back and forth across an unwelcoming Middle 
East. But Assayas can’t help but assemble the film with a mechanistic 




quality at limes it feds muce like a lecture than a liviog, breathing piece 
of cinema. 

An over-siulTed narraiive is the inevitable by-product of the film’s resizing 
from small screen w large. More problematic is the issue of \fenezueUn acuir 
Edgar Ramirez in the pivotal role of Ciarlos himself. Despite his impressive 
physicality gaining and losing weight dramatically to embody Ciailos’ 
narcissism and the uneasy entangling of sex and violence that defined him 
as a characier Ramirez simply isn't magnetic enough to drag you with him 
through the long stretches where introspection and exposition take the place 
of action. For all his atmmitmenl, Ramirez is noVinceoi Ciassel. 


his fate could almost be tragic but for the destruedon he left behind and 
the destruction he mi^t have caused had he been free to see the resurgence 
of Islamic terrorism. 

Assayas has aeated abiopic that neither hatters nor deceives. What it lacks in 
passion it makes up in ambition, but the very scale of the task is prohibitive. 
Despite the abundance of historical detail, there is the nagging sense that 
something is missing; some small moment amidst these great events that 
might have unlocked the interior life of a complex and mysterious man. 
As it is, both llich Ramirez Sanchez and the Jackal remain an enigma. 


And yet there’s an awful luL to admire about Corlcu. At its best, it possesses 
a dariiy and intensity that lend the film an unsenumental edge. The 
OPEC raid in particular reveals both the cynicism and the brutality that 
underpinned so much of the radical left’s rhetoric about freedom and 
justice. These were local vendettas played out on a global scale, with 
a callous disregard for the value of human life. And yet there's something 
abixit the era that scons almost quaint in hindsight. “I’m a stidier, not 
a manyr,“ says Carlos in a rebuke to his PFLP handlers that has an 


In (he end, Carlos became a relic of history, ile had been a tool, tolerated 
for his usefulness but blinded by vanity. As reflected in Ramirez’s lired eyes, 


Anticipation. Granted the honour 
of closing the 20 10 Cannes Film Festival. 
They don’t give that away for peanuts. 


Enjoyment. An imaginative but exhausting 
study of a man who embodied the shifting 
sands of history. 


In Retrospect. Illuminating rather than 
compelling. Perhaps the fivc-and-a-half-hnur 
DVD will reveal exactly what is missing. 
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IF CARLOS HAS 
UNLEASHED YOUR 
INNER ANARCHIST, 
EMBRACE THE 
REBEL SPIRIT WITH 
THESE ALTERNATIVE 
RADICAL CLASSICS. 



The Battle of Algiers It9b6) 

Oirvclcd by Gitto Pontecorvo 

An undisputed classic, ITie Bank of Algun is less a him than a handbook for armed 
resistance, so resonant lod^ that a special screening was held in the White House on the 
eve of the Iraq invaaon. Shooting in many of the same locations where, only a handful 
of years earlier, Algeria's National Liberation Front (FLN) had planted the bombs that 
ultimately drove the French occupiers out of their country, director GOlo Pontecorvo 
captures (he immediacy and the brutah^ of urban wa^are at its most unibr^ving. 
Assisted by producer aiKl technical advisor Saadi Yaacef, on FLN paramilitarv in the 
1934 uprising, no detaD is spared - from the torture of Algerian nationalEts to the 
indiscriminate reprisals that killed men, women and children alike. 

La Chinoise 11967) 

Directed by Jean-Luc Godard 

Anticipating both the student hols that would set the streets of Paris alight, and the 
Wtathomen movtmem in America that saw Greenwich Village lounhouses turned into 
bomb-making factories. La Chinoise is an inti^ral example of Jean-IuK (todard’s mid-'COs 
genius. Formally itnentive, self^ieflexive and politically pyrotechnic, the film follows 
a group of five Maoist mdilams in a Pahsian aportmoit as they talk chonscK'es inlolakir^ 
up arms for the cause. Unlite his recent Hltn SociatisnutyLaChi»oisiGiidA Crodard perfectly 
balancing amovation, seifexpression and audience engagemait, aided and abetted by 
a line performance from fuiuie wife Anne Wiazemsky os a young phUosopl^ student 
intent cn violence.ThE is a soninal mcment in the cinema of Europe’s Old Lefr. 

One Day in September tl999) 

Directed by Kevin Macdonald 

At the time. Carios the jadtal was forced to deny his involwment in the extraordinary 
hostage situation thsa unfolded at ihc 1972 (Olympic Games in Munich. Palestinian 
mlUtanu from Black September killed 1 1 Israeli athletes and aGomanpcrikcolficerafto' 
a hostage situadon descended imo violence. 'Hie Israeli response, OpaaiionWriah of God, 
would later be dramatised in Steven Spidberg’sAftntcA, but it is Kevin Macdonald’s sober 
and powafiil documentary that is (he mere moving film. Brilliantly assembled and edited 
with the pacing and fluency of a tfarilla'. One Din in Sepumber is a revelatory account of 

Terror’s Advocate (2007) 

Directed by Barbel Schroeder 

It’s the fate of aD revoiuibnaries to bee death or glory. Okay, not ail. Some of them get 
collared by the auihoriues, and when that happens they need legal reprcseniaiion. Enter 
Jacques VergH, in-house aiiomey for everybody frexn A^rlaY FIX to the PFLP, via the 
Khmer Rouge, SS wur tnninal Klaus Baibic and even Oarfns the Jackal Carlos has a diaptcr 
all to himself in Barbel Schruedcr's 2007 documentary, an extended interview with the devil 
in disguise, a c^ar^moking charmer whose Ufb has been every bit as dramatic as the men 
and womai he lepisoiB. Hxainning the last hallkentury of errerian, it’s a I'ascinaing, 
often cree p y tale thm the dkector apprcuches with the dramatic ingvetus officlicn. 

The Baader Meinhof Complex noov 

Directed by Vli Edel 

German director Uli Edel locales the real sexual revoludon In (he radical underground 
of 1070s Germany, where nubile Huro chicks and snoky-eyed voung men took up 
arms in the name of, wel, something or other, 'Ihe sexiest of these oells was the Red 
Am^ Facdon which, in between free love and all night parties, found liine to rob banks 
and kill pokcemcn.'l'his three-hour qtic may contain a lascivious gaze, but it is also 
an eU'ecdve account of the wnridngs of uiban terrorism, here personified by firebrand 
radical Andreas Baader (Moritz Bleibtrcu), and lent iniellcciual weight by the writing 
(much of it from prison) of former journalist Ulrike Meinhof (Martina Gedeck). 
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‘The restored version gives more deptii and new meaning to die cult 
movie ... Lang’s bizarre sci-h dystopian fairytale now looks bigger, 
madder, absurder and more fascinating than ever” - JfiE GUARDIAN 
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WITH DRUID 
MCRLMDNT 


The UK premiere of NYman With A Movie 
^^tnera, a feature film by Michael Nyman, 
.'“jfiil screened with a live performance of his score 
by the Michael Nyman Band. 

The film presents a shot-by-shot reconstruction 
of Dziga Vertov's iconic film, Man with a Movie 
Camera, replacing the original sequences with 
footage from Michael Nyman's own film 
archives shot over the last two decades. 

' V ■ ^ Deeply rooted in Vertov's original ideas 

'A concerned with the perception of truth and with 

^ documentation of life caught unawares, 

^ ) ^ fc Nyman's film attempts to capture the essence 

of our contemporary times through the lens of 
his own camera, creating a multi-sensory 
experience of time as it occurs and of life as it 
happens. The footage is recorded by first-hand 
^ observation and delivers an unscripted visual 
transcription of every day life as recently 
documented by the composer in a collection of 
over 50 cinematographic works. 



This project is coupled with the critically 
acclaimed song cycle The Glare, which 
features the Band and soul singer David 
McAlmont. For this project, McAlmont has 
written new songs based on contemporary 
news stories over pre-existing Nyman 
compositions. McAlmont's subject matter 
explores pertinent subjects as varied as 21st 
century piracy, reality television and banking 
errors. The result is The Giare, a startling, 
beautiful and extraordinary record. 

michaelnyman.com 

To book 

020 7638 8891 / barbican.org.uk 



Join our e-list 

serious.org.uk 




Supported by 

ARTS COUNCIL 
ENGLAND 




LVLles: 


tfh*t is It you love »bout itovie^?.- 
Olivier Asseyaa: 

It’s you Imoa, of course very difficult to 
enawer but It’s difficult for everybody. 

I nuppoae I love a lot ebout movies - It's what 
■7 life is about, I think Chat the ehsnee 
you have to give life, bo give body and flesh 
to characters you have insglned, or to see 
c me to life in front of your eyes things 
that you bsve imagined, dreams or fantasies 
- and getting paid for it... There is sometblog 
that bes to do with art, sonaGhlng that has to 
do with nagic, snd which hss, 1 suppose, a 
metaphysical dimension. Movies have to do 
with the vex7 thin bond between realities end 
dreams, between facta and imsginatlon, between 
wbst you are and whst you could be, between 
reality and how you tronscend it. And 
ultimately all those lines end up blurring. 

In filn after film, movies take you to 
pretty weird places and it's sonethlng you can 
share with an audience. Movies occupy a 
unique place in our world. 


Edgar Tiemirae; 

’ftbst is it I love about movies? Wow. It'a funny 
because when you do movies you don't think that 
much about it. I mean... Vow, what do I love about 
movies? I love the ability that the cansra has 
to go places in storytelling that probably no 
other form of narration oan, you know? "Tiera are 
places where the camera con go, where the 
vision of the director oan go, thet no other 
form of nait?8tion can. And It s so beautiful 
when somebody proposes a unique snd singular 
point of view. Point of view is whst I love 
about movies - the opportunity to show a 
single, unique point of view on 
reality snd huinsn emotion. 



Georgie Hobbs. Shelley Jooes, James King, EUiolV Kouk, Kingsley .Marsh all. Jonas .Milk, Spencs .Murpfay, Leo Own, Ida Riveros, Gyms Shahrad, 
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^ SUBSCRIBER SECTION ^ 


LWLies is published six times a year, and distributed around Imperial Britain 
and its American outpost. Subscribe at www.littlewhitelies.co.uk and you’ll get 
a year’s worth of copies delivered to your door for only £18. You’ll also receive: 



ACCESS TO THE 
DIGITAL EDITION 
OF LWLIES 
ON THE DAY THAT 
IT HITS SHELVES 



YOUR OWN 
PERSONAL LOGIN 
TO DOWNLOAD 
ARTWORK 
AND STUFF 


What’s more, you can take advantage 
of these special offers from our friends: 


LOVEFiLMi 


LOVEFiLM 

SUBSCRIBERS GET A 30-DAY FREE 
TRIAL AND TWO FREE CINEMA TICKETS 



STACK MAGAZINES 

SUBSCRIBERS GET iC5 OFF 
YEARLY STACK SUBSCRIPTION 


Bn 

SUBSCRIBERS GET £5 OFF 
YEARLY BFI MEMBERSHIP 

PICTUREHOUSE CINEMAS 

SUBSCRIBERS GET 15 MONTHS 
MEMBERSHIP FOR THE PRICE OF 12 


^looting People 


SHOOTING PEOPLE 

SUBSCRIBERS GET 33% OFF 
SHOOTERS MEMBERSHIP 


THE AUTEURS 

'::theauteurs subscribers can watch onemovie 

AT THEAUTEURS.COM FOR FREE 


THE BARBICAN 

SUBSCRIBERS GET £5 OFF 
YEARLY BARBICAN MEMBERSHIP 
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CINEMOI 

SUBSCRIBERS CAN ENJOY A 3-DAY 
FREE TRIAL ON SKY CHANNa 343 
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5TH 


Fairy lights, badges, postcards, 
people and booze. IWLies' fifth 
birthday party went off in style. 
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The LWLies Cinedrome is returning to the End of the Road 
festival at the amazing LarmerTree Gardens in Dorset with 
its best ever line-up of films screening from September 9-12. 


T he many highlights <)1 the lesiival include 
eight pre-iheairicil previews On 
Thursday September 9, Debra Granik’s 
mesmensing Wlnierk ifiine and the awesume 
Australian crime thriller Red lliU get thmgs under 
way. Friday sees Stejrfien Frears return tn the 
festival after last year's Q&A with lamara Urewe; 
foUowed by Adam Green’s tense-as-heU ski-lift 
chiller Frazen. Saturday kicks nil with inimitable 
French animaliim A Jbwn Called Fame, heture 
sobering up with CSiris Smith’s brilliant economic 
due Collapse. Sunday closes out the lestival with 


two more brilliant documentaries, the thuughi- 
provoking Into tieraiiy and the riveting Kestrepo, 
one of the films of ihe year. 

Bia that's not all.We’U be showing a heady mu 
ol cruwd-pleasmg favourites like the riotous Black 
DynamUe and quirky Bril-com Skeletons, 
alongside masterpieces from the archwe inchiding 
Charlie Chaplin in Jhe JCid, Jean-laic Godard's 
Breathless, Hiwell and I'ressburger's gorgeous 
JTie Red Shoes. Jacques Tati's comic gem Aftin 
Dndc, and Dustin lloBman in Ihe Graduate. 

From the indi VISIDN archives come cult 


classics When Vliu're Strange, Dead .Man, Aniil.', 
CherryBomh and Fear and l.oa thing in fas Vbgas. 
And, of course, there's plenty for the family, too, 
with screenings of Fixar’s Up and MQ-azaki's 
breathuking J^nyo, plus Astro Bey, Bolt and the 
timeless Beauty and theBeast. 

Finally, for the late-night crowd, we've hooked 
up with Curzon’s Midnight Movies to bring you 
three frlms guaranteed to frnish the day in style - 
Fritz lang's legendary Metrepolis, Rene Laloux's 
animated sci-fi trip Fantastic Planet, and Japanese 
horror hcad-lrip House. It's going to be massive, 


Kir mote infurmaiion on all ihcsc hlmn. check out ,iui exclusive hnd ol'lhc Koad digi mag. online now ai a ...v Iml.-whiiclio ,o.uk. 
Ihanks lo. L'niversol mdi VISION. Ariiticial Hyc, -Momenmm I’icturcs. Disney I’i.iur.Wali Thsney Picturo, Opiunum Releasing, 
Pafkt'ircus Films, Doguoof, Icon Film Disirihuuun, BF1 DVD. El Enicnainmcnu Eua-ka Enicrtainmeni and Soda Piciui.i. 
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FREE nationwide 
preview screenings of... 

Cyrus 

September 8 

8 cinemas across the UK 


Grolsch 81 LWLies Presents is a new series of free-to-attend 
fiim screenings celebrating the values that make LWLies and 
Grolsch unique: taste, artistry, craftsmanship and originality 
We're showcasing the very best new films in eight venues 
around the country - in London, Birmingham, Brighton, 
Edinburgh. Glasgow. Liverpool and Bath - with director 08 lAs 
and other special events. You'll also receive a free Grolsch beer 
perfectly poured and served with some delicious Dutch Gouda 
cheese to accompany it. To be in the running for free tickets, 
log on to the Grolsch 8. LWLies Presents microsite at 


www.littlewhitelies.co.uk/grolschpresents, and sign up for regular 
updates on the latest screenings nationwide, tbu can also 
subscribe to our Twitter feed and Facebook page to keep up to 
date with news and events. 

On September 8, Grolsch 8. LWLies Presents Cynjs. a darkly 
intense 'wrong-corn' from mumblecore kings Jay and Mark Ouplass 
starring John C Relly Jonah Hill and Marisa Tomei. To get a sneak 
peek of what's in store, head to www.lrttlewhrtelies.cojjk/ 
grolschpresents and ched< out the trailer. This is also the place 
to sign up to win free tickets to the screening. 
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CINEMA’S OUTLAWS ARE BREWING UP A STORM 
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OlRECTOR^^PmR ASSAYAS AND ACTOR 
^DGAR RAMIREZ REVEAL THE INSIDE STORY 
ON HOW THEY RECREATED THE LIFE AND 
TIMES OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY’S MOST 
NOTORIOUS INTERNATIONAL OUTLAW. 


^ ^ A grew up in the 70sftuiToundad by 
A ^ H i*«uee o< lertism. issues of action, 
H of the meaning of armed struggle. 
I This was stuff that was debated 
H when I was a teenager so It's 
w a language I understand.” 

OKvIer Assayas was IS-years-old when IKch 
Ramirez SAnchez, soon lo be Known by his nom 
de guerre Carlos the Jackal, joined the Popular 
Front for the Liberation of Patesbne. It was 1970, 
two years after the May riots had unleashed the 
pent-up violence of the post-war generation. 
But Carlos represented something difler^t, 
something new: not Just rebellion, but mrolutlon, 
“Carlos embodies the dreams of change of 
an entire gerteration,” says Venezuelan actor 
Edgar Ramirez, whose task was to portray his 
oompatriot through three decades of Assayas' 
expansive blopic. “Carioe is a mstaphor for the 
struggle between irKiividualism on the one side 
and Idealism on the other, which is something that 
speaks (o us today. When you look into history 
you see that In all human processes, whether 
arbabc or political or kteologicai, individual 
ambition prevails at a certain pOltiL For Cvlos, 
suddenly those draans of change aid revofutiori 
mixed with Individuaf ambition and everything 
viertt south." 


As Ramirez says, 'There are no grey areas 
when ft comes to the perception of Carlos. For 
some people he’s art assassin, and for other 
people he's an intemadortsilst, a rovolutlonary, 
He's the Infamous Carloi." But It was that 
very contradiction that ^loke to the actor as 
ha looked into the dark heart of the character 
he would have to embody. Tor me, it was 
obvioue when I read the script that Olivier was 
considering the contradi^ons of the story, and 
those are the kinds of charactm that I look for. 
But I was kind of scared,” he admits. “Doing 
Carlos was ai> opportunity to really dive Into the 
depths end extremes of human nature, and M 
was a very herd process.' 


8y the time Ramirez came to the project, the 
script had already changed considerably from the 
one that Assayas had first been handed. “When 
the project came to me It was e:dremeiymodesL” 
he recalls. A Ranch TV producer sent Ism a mare 
three pages detaVing Carlos' captureat the hands 
of French police in Sudan tn die mid-'SOe. But 
attached to those three pages was.a wealth of 
backgroundinformalidnBbouthistftBe^ldtrnies^^^ 


~l started reading that stuff af<d was amazed, " says 
the director. “It was sometimes crazy; sometimes 
extraordinary, sometirTree scary, sometimes just 
plain funny. 1 was completely hooked because 
for me it revived the VOs as 1 had experienced 
them as a kid. It was as excibrrg as arty garrgster 
motte except It was real. And not only was It real, 
it Involved a way of revisiting a period - the story of 
Carlos is also the story of a generstioa His story 
is bigger than him." 

Artd bigger, also, than ctnema. Carlos first 
aired as a three-part. f<ve-and-a4iatf-hour senes 
on French television before Assayas revisited the 
tootage to produce a theatrical cut. '$ine« the 
start I knew that you couldn't show a five-and- 
a-half-hour film to a wider audience, and it was 
always part of the plan to have a versian which 
would be the story in one film. Except 1 had no 
Idea how I would do it." he admits. 

“It was not painful but it was more dffficuR 
to cut the short version than the full version 
because the full version has its own logic, which 
derives from the first versian of the screenplay 
I had to reinvent and restiucture, find ttte rhythm 
of the movie version, h't got a compietoty different 
balance. I thought it would be easier than It turned 
out to be. There were seven, eight, nir>e different 
versions before finally getting In where we felt we 
had the film." 

Before struggling with the edK, Assayas and 
Ramirez had to navigate an exhausting shoot 
that stretched across rtine countries on three 
continents. "It was absolutely mental," laughs 
Assayas. 'We were doing it with not enough 
money, not enough shooting Bine. We were 
making a movie that had intemadontf ambitloris 
within the framework of a French TV project. It's 
something you can't do if people are not wHling 
to go way beyond what is expected from them 
In evory single dopanment." 

"We were shooting 17 hours a day so there 
was no time to think • we had to shoot and shoot 
and shoot," adds Ramirez. 'I can't really tall you 
how I did it. It's like a football game; you're just 
there to score. AH die intelieotuaJ work, I try ki do 
it before. Once I'm there, onca Tm on tha fletd, 
I forget about all thet, I redd a huge amount of 
contemporary history In order to understand the 
political and historical context of the character - 
I went back To college agafrr trying to rcaUy 


immerse myself in that knowledge and make It 
mine -but I did aIttfiatsolcouM be totally relaxed 
and really focus on the character and the here and 
now of the movie when I was on set. That's what 
keeps me focused; you have to just finish the day 
and try to be faidrful to the truth of every specific 
scene in the film." 

For Assayas, the issue was keeping track of 
those scenes as he filmed them. "Usually you try 
to keep some kind of chronology so you have 
a sense of what you are dorr>g and how the film is 
taking shape," he explains. ‘But the shoot was so 
scattered that the whole thing was like a jigsaw. 
Every single scene, eveiy single day of the shoot 
was one piece of the jigsaw and you had hardly 

“THAT IS 
WHAT WE 00 
THIS FOR; 

TO EXPLORE 
HUMAN NATURE 
SO WE CAN 
UNOERSTANO 
THE WORLO IN 
A BETTER WAY.” 


any notion of where It would fit or how It would fit. 
You just had to trust your irrstjnets." 

Complieating matters was the director’s 
delarlorating relahonship with his backers, 
"Ultimately the mein difficulty for me was 
functioning with my producers because they 
were TV guys - they had no idea whet was 
going on," ha says. ""They didn’t understand 
the logic of the filming process so I had no 
support on that side. Sometimes I had hostility. 
They were scared. They had no experience. 
They had mostly produced very small budget 
ijocumerTtaries for' French TV and they were 
convincecT that the whoia thing would blow up In 
thsirface."^ 





A 






Wrth Cie film finished and making its debut 
at the Cannes Film Fe^vd, Cartos the Jackal 
was back in the spotlight - exactly where he 
always thought he belonged. Despite the fact 
that Assayas' blopic adheres closely to historical 
fact. Is It nevertheless compricrt in adding to the 
mythology of the Jackal In a way that makes him 
seem somehow seductne? “Well, of course, 
Carfos Is seductive, that’s part of who he is,” 
argues Assayas. 'When he was a young man 
Involved In leftist ootrtics In London and Pars 
he was charismatic, ar>d ha used his charm and 
his physical presence to estabhsh himself. It's 
part of the complexity of Carlos.” 

’’For better or worse, these kinds of characters 
generate a lot of fascinatfon,” says Ramirez. ’‘In 
the way we shot Carfos, we didn't want to glorify 
him or Satanise him, but the thing is that as an 
actor you have to be seduced by the character, 
Evan if you IdeologicaKy; poNtkaHy or emotionally 
place yourself far away from those characters, 
you have to find a way to connect to them, and 
to eonneet to them under their terms, not under 
your terms. For example, I don’t justify the use of 
violence in order to achieve polilical vindication, 
but I have to somehow uiKferatarwJ that through 
the eyes of the character, and that is not always 
pleasant. But that is what we do this for to try to 
explore human nature so we can understand the 
world in a better way.' 

’1 hope that based on the actions of Carfos - 
and the repeated failures of Cartos - that it's mt 
that difficult to establish where your own morals 
are," continuas Assayas. "I had a conviction that 
as long as I was accurate and precise and ahowed 
things as they were - showed the cynicism and 
brutality of Carlos - then the audience Is mature 
enough to have hie own point of view of what 
terroriscn Is about and what he's about. But Carlos 
is a human being, and because he’s a human 
being there are srime errtotions or some feelings 
that you can share with him. Even some of the 
darker impulses -why not?” 

While filming, it was evklent fo Rarnlrez 


that Carlos had left a profound Impact behind. 
“Everybody knew him." he laughs. "Suddenly, 
everyone over the age of 65 hung out with him. 
Evert hers In Veneniela, all the old people who 
spent some time studying in Europe, In London 
or in Paris, they vvould come up to rrte and say, 
'Are you doing the Jackal? I had drinks with hlml' 
I’d say, ’Yeah, realty? When? Where?’ 'Well, you 
know, rn '68 during the French riots.' And Carlos 
was never there, you know? He was never there. 
But even if they didn’t meet hrm maybe they 
thought they did - this is a character who Is full of 
mystery and fascinates people for some righteous 
or for some twisted way.' 

And yet that Carlos is gone. The French authorities 
finally caught up wHh him in 1994 as he recuperated 
from a testicular operation in Sudan. It was the 
final Indignity of a dwindling career that had 
seen the once-feared terrorist become a political 
embarrassment to former cltenl states. He is 
iTKarcerated in La Santa m Pans, the city where he 
murdered two policemen and a PFIP informant in 
1 975, He reporterily conveded to Islam some time 
in 200f, arvd has since wiAten in support of the 
September 11 h^ackers artd Osama bin Laden. 

-*l made a Nm about a dMerent Carlos - 
a film about Carlos as he was when he was in his 
twenties, hie thirties. Me forties. He’s changed 
since, Idon’tthinh he Is a serious figure anynwre,” 
suggests Asseyas. "Ha's been in jail rtow for 15 
years and ha sends ell these crazy messages, he 
writes ora^ stuff on the internet and takes the 
craziest positions on Frertch poRtIcs or writes 
letters to Barack Obama. I think ha's a weirdo, 
to put It nlcal)t Ha was part of history and now he's 
been crushedby H aiKf I don't feel his position has 
arty particular retavarwe... But don’t tell him.” 

Don’t tell ilieh Ramirez Sanchez. Because 
even after everything, the e^o of the Jackal's 
rerpytatton endures 'D 
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HETHER SPEAKINGKt AGAINST AUTOCRATIC 
VERNMENTS, UNC(§HiN6 HIODEN MEMORIES 
WAR OR EXPOSIN ENVIRONMENTAL CRIMES. 
IISSIOENT FILMMAmS ARE RISKING THEIR 
DOM, ANO EVEN TH^R LIVES. TO DEMONSTRATE 
THE TRANSFORMATiVE POWER OF CINEMA. 


S am Gddwyn once suggested that motion pictures 
ware tor entertainment, and that messages were 
beet left to Western IMon. But even the most 
mainstream movies hold an astonishing power 
to instil new ideas and alter memories. When a 
filmmaker'E gaze is fumed on the entrenched 
powers of the state, cinema can serve as a force more powerful 
than advertising, more indepertctanttoan educaCm. This is the 
realm of diasident cinema. 

Gotdwyn's ethos oonhnues to hold true - audiences 
remain as enthrallod today as they were in the earhest days 
of the medium by the spectacular nature of the silver screen. 
Sul In the shadows, a different kind of dnema w ernergJrrg, 
Those films offer a window lirio a rarely seen world, an Insight 
into an hinorical event or a broader social commentary. The 
concerns of these dissident filmmtdiers extend far beyond the 
opening weekend box office, bistead, thetr woilt is related to the 
outcome of dsctiona, the emboldening of poBtical movements 
and the instigation of direct action. Occasionally they risk their 
lives and Irbetty ip order to motivate change. 

FoOowmg the protests over Iran's disputed elections in 
2009, a rtumber of prominent critics were minded up. Director 


Jafar Panahi was arrested In March 2010 and taken to Tehran's 
notorious Evln Prison, known coHoquiaily as Evln University due 
to the large number of intellectuals held wrtoln its political wing. 
Two months later; ParrahTS abeencs from the judging panel in 
Cannes brought him to Ihe aHentlon of the news media, with 
the subsequent campaign for his freedom seeing him released 
on baH in May. 

Somewhat ironically, Iran's dissident cinema first emerged 
during the coup of 1 BS3. bekue being reinterpreted as a product 
of the 79 Rivolutron. The stale had Initially encouraged cultural 
preduetien under a process doeeribed as 'Islamisation', 
though as restrictions at (he Ministry of Culture and Islamic 
Guidance began to looeen rn the late 1980s, a number of 
directors stepped imo the broach. Mohsen Makhmalbafs Time 
of i.ova. shot in Tbrltey and released intsmatlorraliy In 1991. 
Is wrdely considered a watershed moment, and was soon 
followed by fBms which offered a different account of Iranian 
Hte - particularly that expteieoced by women - from directors 
indudtng Rakshan Bani Etemad and Tahmineh MHani. As 
author Hamid Dabashi stated in his account of the nation's 
cinema. Close fJp, 'at its best, Iranian] cinema has succeeded 
In re-subjectlng the [ranian setf.' ^ 






“UNDER THE 
VERY REAL 
THREAT OF 
ARREST 
OR WORSE, 
FOOTAGE WAS 
SIVIUGGLEO 
ACROSS THE 
BORDER TO 
THAU A NO.” 


observation ia true of animator Vincent Paronnaud and 
illustrator Marjane Satrapi’s Persepol/s, vdiich taithfuHy brought 
to life Satrapi’s graphic novels In an autobiographical account 
of her experiences both inside ar>d outside revolutionary Iran. 
The prism of childhood provides the device through which 
the audience is encouraged to connect with the complicated 
politicai and theological machinations of the Istamtc Revolution, 
with the miserable backdrop of imprisoned relatives, executions 
and the eight-year war whh Iraq contrasted with Satrapl's 
coming-of-age in Tehran. This dichotomy Is represented 
through scenes of repression - the ever-watchful eyes of the 
secret police fallmg to suppress modes of resistance familiar 
to tdi teenagers, whether these are bootlegged U^fes of hair 
metal and kung fu movies, copious application of make-up or 
the importance of adidas sneakers. 

-T 

Mirroring the charging mtemal pcABcs of Iran, China's 
dnema flourished prior to the communist takeover of 1949 
before succumbing to the influence of propaganda and 
finally dwindling during the Cultural Revolution. By dre early 
tBSOs, however, the courttry's so-caRed FiRh Generation 
of flim directors - (he majority of whom had graduated from 
Belirng't Film Academy In 1982 - reigriltecl interest in Chtna't 
indigenous cinema, having moved beyond Iradidonal tropes 
to reflect contemporary life. China's Trim Bursau attempted to 
re-impo$e reetnctlons on filmmakers in 1995, benititfg penrirts 
and restricting distribution, but, as Enhan, the genie was out of 
the bottle. Modem filmmakers, cast as the Urban Generation, 
are rww preoccupied with China's thrfvirrg industrial citiee and 
failing cuttural memory. 

Other attempts to gag filmmakers have proven similarty 
imsuccessful. Anders Ostergaard's Burma VJ, released in 2009, 
is subtitfed Reporting from a Closed Courtby. The documentary 
focuses on (he Saffrorr Rebellion, a htslorlc upnslrig 2tgainst the 
Bunneso military junta, which saw Buddhist monks take to the 
streets forths first time In centuries. 

The Bunnese risk Incarcerafaon without trial for marely 
possessing a video camera. The footage coUated by 
Ostergaard was shot Hlegally by The Oemocrattc Voice of 
Burrna, an exiled media organisation based In Norway and 
Thailand. Under the very real threat of arrest orworsa, the VJs 
smuggled their footege across the border to Thailaivf where 
it was digitalised before being sent to Norway and beamed 
by sateHrte back into Burma. The images they captured were 
picked up by vrrtuaHy every major twws network in the vrorid 
and viewed by millions of people. For a brief period there 


existerj a profound sense of hope that the rusted manacles of 
the junta could and would be broken by the combined force 
of the international community, 

As the (Hm outines, the state police and army became 
increasingly alarmed at the pn»B«nce of camoras at protest 
events, and at ttmee this documenUuy plays out like a (hrWer 
as the net closes in on the frightened dissidents. 

While these fKmmekors were reflecting social change 
almost at the pace that it was occurring (footage from the 
Oemocrade Mjice of Burma was often rebroadcast on the 
day It had been shoQ, some historical events have taken 
much longer to bring to celkrloKl As with the phlegmatic 
memoir of PersepoBs, die unreal animation of Widtz wfth 
Bashir communicated somethmg deep-rooted that wouldn’t 
have been possible using traditional liva-actlon techniques o> 
a contemporary perspective. 


Ari Foirnan's film attempt* to ptace together a sense 
of events in which the director himself played a part during 
the 19S2 Invasion of Lebanon, leading up to the massacre 
of Pidestinian civitlans at Beirut’s Sabra cuid Shatila refugee 
camps. Animated in haJiucinatory colours. Waltz with Bashir is 
chillingly effective; the spectacle of war and death transposed 
to a surreal landscape in much the same way that Coppola's 
Apocalypsa Now captured the eeriness of US combat in 
Vietnam a generation earlier 

A year after Waltz with Bashir cams Samuel Maoz's 
Lebanon, In which the former tank gunner realised his own 
account of the conflict. Urklke the Six-Day War, which ha 
desertbos as taking place between two armies, in different 
unifonns, fighting over one strip of land"; in Lebarwn, the war 
was fought m the neighbourhoods of Beirut, between '10 kinds 
of enemies, many of them wearing jeans." 

Like Folman’sfitm. Lebanon was based upon the director'a 
experiences as a consenpt. Ariel Roshko's production design 
brings the majority of the action inside the claustrophobic 
environment of a tank, drawing the audience right into the 
subjective position of the soktiers. Whenever he began to write 
the script, Uaoz explains, “the smell of charred human flash 
returned to my nostrils and I couldn't continue.' This memory, 
prompted by the phost^reus shells fired by the tank into 
apartment buildings, had bean retained by the director in the 
25 years since the war, t>ut It was Israel's incursion back Into 
the country In 2006 that prompted him to take another stab 
at a screenplay. 

'When a person feels he has nothing to lose, he takes 
ch^cei,” Maoz says. 'That’s how 1 felt in earty 2007 when 
t started to write. This time, I wouldn't nm away from the emell 
Uuit came first, as usual, but would let It l^e me to the blurry 
scenes. I would put them In focus, dive right In and cope virith 
it. Suddenly, I fen an upUft, a weird sense of euphoria. I was 
careful. I didn't tackle the topic directiy but rather wrote around 
tb an introduction, feelers... I watted for the smell but It didn't 
arrive. All that remained was a dim progression of difficult, 
horrendous and particularty distant events.' His intention was 
to expose war ‘as it Is, naked, without ail the heroic stuff and 
ths rest of the clichis.' 

The first draft of ths script was completed In thres weeks, 
and resonated among ths film's crew, many of whom had 
1^0 served during the war: 'The actor playing Shmulik [Voav 
Donat] had been part of a tank crew; the art tTiractor was 
a combat medic; the gaffer a paratrooper; and f was an Air 
Force tnteUigence controller," recalls DP Qfora Bejach. 

Despite talung the Golden Uon for best GIm at the 
Venice FUm Festive, Lebanon - hke so much dissident 
cinsma - received short shrift in Hs nstive country. A number 


of establishment Ggures opposed the film entering festivals 
at all. The same was trtre of Yoav Shamir’s Defamatior), 
an examination of the activities of the US Anti-Defamation 
League, which picked up the Best Documentary award at last 
year's London Film Festival. Both films provoked equal levels 
of outrage and approval on their release. 



War zones and autocratic states aren’t the only places 
where dissident filmmakers operate. In Canada, the recent 
G8 meeting recalled for many the heavy-handed police 
response to a similarly peaceful protest that had taken place 
In the country 20 years earlier, liMo recent fHms, fCanehsafake; 
270 Years of Resistance and Acts of Defiance, directed by 
Alants Obomsawin and Alex MacLeod respectively, recount 
a stand-off between the Canadian government and Quebec's 
Mohawk community which took place in the town of Oka 
during the summer of 1990. The catalyst for the protest was 
a proposed extension to a golf course which reached into 
a Mohawk bunal ground, tiiough the crisis prompted a broader 
argument related to the historical struggle of indlgsrious 
peoples worldwide. 

The anti-whaling message of The Cove also brought to the 
fore larger concerns of cultural differences and the importance 
of maintaining traditional ways of Hfo. Director Louie Psthoyos 
was drawn to the bloodstained beeches of Taijt, a small fishing 
town in Japan, by Ihe activities of one-time Flipper trainer Ric 
O'Barry. 'The loom was like something out of a Stephen King 
novel,' explains Psihoyos. “Outwardly it's about the reverence 
and respect and love of dolphins and whales, but what was 
happening in the secret cove told another story. Richanf told 
me to penetrate the cove you would need a Navy Seal team, 
and that is pretty muiSi what 1 did.' 

The doeumeniary outlines the town's attempts to hide 
its dolphin hunting from view, with Psihoyos making use 
of techniquos more common to a heist movie than an eco- 
documentary in onfer to tell Tail’s stoiy. He enlisted the help 
of Industrial LigM and Magic to create fake rocKs, freedwers to 
plant underwater hydrophones, and en ex-AIr Force avionics 
whiz to throw togethera remote coniroliad blimp equipped with 
a high-defitviion camera. In the credits, Charles Hambleton is 
listed as head of 'clandestine operations’. 

For dissident filmmakers, cinema still matters. Their fiims 
occupy a space far from the multiplex, where governments 
can be made accountable, memories of war can be relayed in 
vivid ctetaD, arid where our own envirotiinenial responsibilitiss 
are laid bare' ' 




IF FILMMAKERS ARE TO DEFEAT THE PIRATES AND 
ET THEIR MESSAGE TO THE MASSES, IT’S TIME FO 
A RADICAL NEW WAY OF THINKING. CAN SOCIALLY 
AWARE DISTRIBUTOR OOGWOOF LEAD THE WAY? 


A s the relationship between audlertce and 
filmmaker undergoes a profound shift are we 
for the first time in a position to assess cinema's 
impact on society? One UK^iasad distribution 
company believes sa 

Dogwocf was first formed six years ago 
after Andy Whittaker met Anna Godas at Cannes. Initially, 
they brought run-of-the-mill arthouss and European films 
to UK audiences using traditional distrbution platforms and 
exhibition strategies: theatrical release, OVD, ads, posters, 
press releases. Then they discovered Black Gold, a small doc 
about the exploitation of Ethiopian coffee farmers by Western 
retailers. With minimal marketing the film went viral, generating 
unpret»dented amounts of Interest. Private screenings in 
Westminster were arranged, and Starbucks began to feel 
the heat of public opinioa Shortly afterthe Trim's release, the 
company agreed tochange As fairtrade polcy, 

"Black Gold just started a whole way of thinking," remarks 
Godas, now Dogwool CEO. "We suddenly realised that we 
could distribute social issue films arxl do some good. For Andy. 
A had been his vision all along to distribute films that made 
some kind of difference, because otherwise we just didnt feel 
there was much point to it, especiaily because many films 
failed to gain an audieme." 

Oogwoof undenvent an attAudinal shift - one provoked by 
a moment of serendipity, but one edged, all the same, by a 
sense of InevitabilAy. The IrKfustry's tradUonal business 
models are on palliative care. Punters are seeing a smaller 
range of films at the cinema and home entMtaIrvnent revenues 
are plunging. Piracy Is rampant Freedom of expression is alive, 
but now we must express ourselves tor free. 


"The industry is antiquated in Its revenue models. 
The theatrical window is a break-even scenario from the 
studios through to the independents, nothing more than a 
profile-raising window," says Oil Harbottle, Dogwoof's head 
of distribution. "The tradAional distribution model is 'have 
a pot of cash, throw Harxl hope it sticks.' You hope one In five 
films is a hA, and that then cash-flows the company for the 
rest of the year. But that’s a ridIculouB model and one that we 
wouldn't want to embrace." 

"With the digital age and the democratlsatlon of 
knowledge, the clear steft across all media Is that power now 
lies with the consumer," adds chairman Andy Whittaker. "The 
Industry now dictates that media can no longer Influence the 
consumer. It is the cortsumer who has the power." 

OlgAaksation, onBne platfonns, social media. Internet 
piracy; A's lime to ftgure out where these terms fit and how 
they work, and Oogwoof is putting the pieces together. 
Now the biggest dcstributor of social issue films in the UK, 
they provide the fiimmaker wHh absolute control over their 
project untK it hits the cinema Ratherthan just targeting print 
exposure, each fifrn is afforded its own website that grows 
organically as a campaigning portal. 

The films, and the issues they confront, gain their own 
momentum and distirx^t lobbying power. Burma VJ was the 
first film to be prsmieiBd at 10 Downing Street, sparkirtg 
a national debate about our stance towards the Burmese 
military junta and the deposed icon Aung San Suu Kyi. 
The End of the Una led the government to reform As policy 
on intensive fishhg. 

Funding for these films is often achieved threugh creallw 
partnerships wHh large organisations The End of the Une 
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Tango deal tl 
respect for h 


I 'm going to the Oscars with 
S1 million in a suitcase to get 
Alec Baldwin in my next picture. 
Marlon Brando told me to do 
it several years ago - he said 
Bertolucci negotiated his Last 
1 same way and he had more 
1 as a residt Brando-Bertolucci; 
Baldwin-Kaye... Why nor?" 

Cinema rebel, Hollywood irritant, force to be 
reckoned with: talonts like Tony Kaye only coma 
along once In a generation. His films may be few 
artd far betwaen but that’s because he produces 
the Kind of work that's impossible to chum out 
on Hollywood's industrial timetable. A/nvican 
History X, Lake ofFiro, Black Water Transit: these 
are serious films bom out of a struggle to get his 
voice heard amidst the deafening mediocrity of 
the mainstream. 

Let’s rewkrd. Tony broke through in 1989, his 
killer commercials culminating in a legendary 
Dunlop spot that redefined the ad game 
completely. 


"I was quite far along the road when I made 
the Dunlop TV spot - it was an Incident where 
the stars all came together at the same point," 
he recells. ~l was working with a creative team 
from an ad agency who trusted me completely. 
I'd just come off making a teirible British Airways 
commercial which retdiy went completely wrong, 
so I said to them and the client, 'Look, If you want 
me to do this then you have to back off and let me 
do my thing, otherwise I won't be able to give you 
what you really want’ And they ail did. Originally 
that script was, ‘Open on a big frying pan with a 
car driving round and it's got these tyres.' That 
was thoir Idea. We completely changed It and 
got something out on TV that rf It ran next week, 
would be as radical now as it was then," 

After this killer ad opened up the world, Tony 
moved out to Los Angeles, with commercials 
funding his foray into the movies. That's when the 
American History X saga began. 

"When you go to HoUywaod as a commercial 
dlrectorto try and make films, in one sense {thought 
It was (Ike a ladder you make a few good 
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commercials and then aH oi a sudden someone 
nngs you up and says. ‘Ta da! ^klw you can make 
a film...' But It doesn't realty work like that,” 
he says. "I knew I had to move to LA because I'd 
made a deal with destiny when I was a kid. I used 
to watch the TV in the ’50s and I'd see the shows 
arid they were all shot in these places, and I’d 
think they were all amazing, and I'd look around 
my home - no disrespect to my parents - and 
I liked the look of the place on the TV and wanted 
to live there, I had no idea what that place was 
or what 1 was going to do there, that was just my 
goal In life, I’m very, very happy about the fact 
that I haven't bectMne a major A-list Hollywood 
director - yet, Or I may never become that. The 
fact of the matter is that I live here and I have a 
great life here and I love tL 

"When I came here I was a very successful 
commercials director - which Tm rwt anymore - 
and I had a lot of surplus ItKome,' he continues. 
"So I hired a woman called Paacale Faubert to 
help me develop a Him. AtkI I had an agent who 
was sending ms out to meetings widt people 
and showing my commercial reel areund town. 
Soon after I hired Pascals, Bob Shaye invited 
me Into New Line, told me he re<dly liked my 
work and he wanted to find something for me. 
It turned out that Ammcan History X was a 
script they wanted to make, and they called me 
in for a series of meetings. To tell you the truth, I 
didn’t like the script very much; I chartged it a loL 
I made it about racism and hate and anger. 
H was about all kinds of things - drugs, etc. - 
before. And then everything ham>ened from that 
point on. I, of course, had ito idea what the long- 
tsim collaborative process on makirtg a film was. 
I solf-destructod." 

Whal happened next is Ihe stuff of legend • 
the star of the film, Ed Norton, took control in the 
edit suite, Tony was locked out of the f1i>al stages 
of production and anded up losing it with the 
studio, Could he have done things differently? 

"With the film, yes,' he says. "I think it would 
have been better if I had been allowed to go the 
whole distance with rL But it was what It was 
and the process was an amazing one and I know 
so much more about fiiminaking as a result 
My collaboration with Edward Norton I'm very 
proud of and he has certainly not got dose to 


that In anything else he's done, and he probably 
realises that now. And it has become acomerstone 
piece of American film • for a certain generation 
it's one of their favourite films. As a debut, what 
can I complain about? I kni>w I was very bad 
mannered and my ego got completely out of 
control, but I hope I've learned all the lessons 
I can learn about that' 



Shut out of the main studios after claiming the 
film had been 'raped' by New Line ("It’s good 
enough to fool Hollywood, it's good enough to 
fool New Line aixf it’s certainly foolmg Edward 
Norton," he said at the lime, "but it doesn't fool 
me."), what Tony did next was to embark on a film 
about abortion made with $6 million of his own 
coin. Sixteen years in the making, Lake of Fire Is 
a powerful documentary on a subject that people 
are prepared to Kili for. Indeed, a number of the 
abortion clinic workers profiled in the film were 
murdered duni>g the course of the shoot. 

"When I came to Amertca to make films 
In 1990, the Issue was raaMy starting to belt," 
he says. "Clinics were being attacked and I had 
an experience myself where a glrifriend had had 
an abortion a few years prior to that and it was 
a tragedy. She made her decision and I stood by 
her, but it really lingered In my mind. I didn't know 
what had happened. I didn't know what it was 
and 1 wanted to kttow what H looked like: what 
Is abortion? 

"It was that time when I had a lot of money 
coming In from the commercials, seemingly an 
endless vein. I decided Oiat I was going to do 
a narrative piece at\d I looked around for scripts 
but didn’t find anything that did the subject 
justice. I just thought that it would be Interesting 
to doapiece that had no point of view. And at that 
time I didn't really have a point of view, and so 
I just embarked upon this process. I never thought 
for one minute that I was going to be working on 
thisfor16years," 

Considering how hot the topic is, how did the 
film go down in America? “It's not a controversial 
film, it's something that's beyond that. It’s beyond 
that word," he explains. 'It's a very scary film (n 



Amorica because although it's a pro-choice film 
It sort of says that abortion is wrong. I thinK if 
anyone who is contemplating having an abortion 
savr the film a day or a weeK before, they vrould 
rethink the decision they’ve made. It is a very, very, 
very scary film and the fact that It actually got 
a theatrical release is amazing, alMough I financed 
It myself and I never got a cent back." 


The last time I was in LA I was hanging out with 
some Industry folk, banging on as usual about 
my heroes, and Tony's name came up. This was 
urhen I first heanl the story of Black Water Transrf . 
Tony was approached to direct the post-Katrina 
noir cop thriller after Bruce Willis and Wesley 
Snipes had bailed. OiKe he sigrted up, he went 
off to New Orleans arrd shot a completely different 
film, a much better one than the original script 


o 


suggested. New Orleans stiP carrfes a heavy 
reptJtatior), especially after dark, so the money 
men and suits stayed away in the retatnre safety 
of Brentwood. 

"I did re-write rt," he admrts, “but with the full 
auspices of the martagement. It's been quite an 
Incredible story. They were in pre-production and 
fell out with the director so they asked if I would 
come on board. Bruce Willis had gone. There 
was nothing there - no cast, two seifpts on the 
table that were, in my humble yet slightly arrogant 
opinion, a complete fucking mass, just one or two 
characters In the story I thought were cool. They 
said, ‘Here's seven writers- choose one of them,’ 
I basically picked die English guy - Matthew 
Chapman - who I thought would be more 
conducive to work with. I knew - no disrespect 
- that ail die American wifters would be straight 
into the pocket of the studio the minute they got 
hired, and they would beclevererthan me. I’m not 
a very good politician. I thought, 'I've just gotta 
have someone who wants to work wid) me for 
good or bad, whatever that is.' 

"So 1 worked wrth Matthew Chapman for 
five, six. seven weeks and we completely re- 
wrote things. He did a realty great )ob and then 
1 thought to myself that in my education as a 
filmmaker, how cool is this gonna be If I take over 
the writing completely and I write on the fly es I’m 
working. So rto disrespect to Matthew but I said 
to them that I have to corrtinue on this mysed. And 
honestly, we'd written thishugefilm-on the table 
is a $45 million film. Now. where the money went 
1 don't know, because 1 got just under S8 million 
to do this thirrg. 

"The first thing I said Is that, okay, we re 
gonna shoot it all at night, because I thought as 
we're supposed to be shooting a situation that 
takes place In New Orleans several weeks after 
the flood. If we shoot at night then we won't 
nave to build much. So I shot for 4S nights and 
wrote and re-wrote and the management at that 
time was completely Into what I was doing and 
was approving everything. 1 wasn't evert finished 
and they turned rourtd artd said that 1 had to 
lock It as they had to take it to Canrtes to sell It. 
So I said, 'Okay, ifs locked.' And It's a crazy, 
avant-garde, very violent film, but the 
performances are realty amazing and there Is a 


very faint through-Une about how all the African- 
Americans died and the Caucasiarts got outta 
town, now New Orleans is like Africa. 

"Then vanous people who were wanting to 
invest In a Bruce WiHls action thriHer were invited 
to a screening in Canrtes - they ran out of the 
cinema after seven or eight minutes 'cos they 
didn’t know vrhat the fuck it was. It put everyone 
In a tallspin and then the management brought an 
editor in of their own choice. This guy did a re-cut 
of the film, but It was okay I mean, it was a mors 
streamlined version of what the story was. The 
performances are all great. Laurence Flshbume 
is great, Stephen Oorff is great. Brittany Snow 
Is great and Karl Urban is very, very good. But It 
wasn’t as wild or as interesting as the previous cut 
Then they took rt to the market at Cannes again 
and they got a little bit more Interest, but it's very 
difficult to sell any Independent films. Now I’m 
writing on it and i'm gonna re-shoot some stuff. 

"I've done it like it's basically the notebooks of 
a New Orleans cop, so It's all edjout a crime saga 
that’s on the streets of New Orleans three months 
after the flood, through his notebooks end through 
his mind. It’s not an unintersstir\g film and now 
I'm trying to rs-woik it mors into Kart Urban and 
I'm writing stuff now that I’m gonna shoot In a 
couple of weeks and we'H re-edit again and it's 
gonna be released in November." 

A lot of lesser talents would have given 
up by now, or worse, sold out atrd done what 
was expected of them - got on their knees and 
gagged on Hollywood cock. But Tony is a major 
talent who won't be stopped. He has weathered 
the most insane shit on the West Coast, and he 
still comes out shooting. 

The last message I got from him ran something 
like this: ‘SUII working on Black Water Tranaii, 
In New York right now about to shoot Oetachmenf 
with Adrien Brody... MaMng an album of 20 
original songs I've written over the last 10 years 
during tnals and tribulalions... Doing a 500-page 
Art Book with Phaidon... ALL MY PAINTINGS, 
MY JOURNEY, things are moving at last. Baruch 
Hashem, Baruch Hashem, Peace, Make angels, 
Tony.' (S 

Tony Kaye appears n IQng Adz's new book Street 
Knowledge, pubMhed by Coftne in SepteiWMr. 
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RUSSIA’S PROFESSIONAL CRIMINALS CALL 
THEMSELVES THE VO/fY. THE PRISON TATTOOS 
THAT COVER THEIR BODIES ARE A MARK OF 
IDENTITY. THEY TELL THE STORY OF AN OUTLAW 
LIFE, WRITTEN IN INK AND EARNED IN BLOOD. 
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'Wbercver I see you, I’ll rape you 
on Ihe spsi and strangle youl’ 

A 'grin' laiioo. A woman was possibly 
responsible for the wearer oT ihe laiioa 
being imprisoned. l»60s'1970s. 


'The Moicow KomsosBOl whores’ gang 
Sromaeft 

Ministry of ihc Inierior Inier-Rcgions! 
Hospiinl, Lcningrid 198« 
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Stomach 

A female hoofiga„ convict i,i,oo. 
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Russian Cnmioat Tiiloc Is avsuaDM from www.luel-desjQn.coni. There wM be an exhibition of 
original drawings and hnitad edlWn pnatogtaohlc prints from the book from Sstuniay October 30 
unbl Sunday November 26 at 4 WHes Street, tendon El (see www.tuel-desigtt.coin tor further 
details). DratungsIroinSie Gulag Danzig Baldaev Is published by FUEL on September 20. 
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BLACKLISTED BY THE STUDIOS, BRITISH 
DIRECTOR ALEX COX HAS MADE A CAREER 
WORKING OUTSIDE THE SYSTEM. HERE, THE 
MAVERICK FILMMAKER SHOOTS FROM THE HIP 
ABOUT THE BUSINESS OF FILM AND THE GENIUS 
OF FELLOW REBEL DENNIS HOPPER. 


A lex Cox wat bom in 1954 on the 
wrong side of the Mersey, in the 
Wirral, where the cultural and 
rebellious heritage of Liverpool 
never quite took root A huge fan of 
westerns, tie had a burning desire 
to be a fHmmaker. In 1977 he left the UK for Los 
Angeles to study at UCLA, making his first film, 
Sloep IS for Sissies, in 1960. 

After graduation, he formed Edge City 
Praductioni with the intention of making low- 
budget features, but he was dragged Into the 
studio system after Universal became Interested In 
his script for Aepo Man - a script he wrote after 
woridng In vehicle reposseesion. The slow burning 
success of Repo Man alkiwed Cox to make his 
next feabire Independentty Srd and Nancy opened 
the Cannes Film Festival in 1985, and established 
the director as a new Brttish n\averick. 

Then the wheels fell off. Two quasi-westerns. 
Straight te HaM and Walkar, underperformed in 


quick succession. Walker was backed by a S6 
million budget from Universal, but the studio 
refused to promote It after being caught off guard 
by the film's liberal politics and graphic violence. 
Its failure effectively ended Cox’s relationship 
with the Hollywood mainstream, and established 
his enduring position as an outsider. 

He continued to make films away from 
America, particulartyin Mexico, but found finance 
for his projects increasingly difficult to come by. 
Between 1967 and 1994, Cox was more reliably 
to be found on television where, as presenter of 
the BBC's Movledrome, ha influenced a whole 
generation of filmmakers with his obscure 
Introductions to even more obscure films, 

More recently, Cox has returned to micro- 
budget ffmmaking, shooting TTiree Businessmen, 
Searchers 2.0 and Repo Chick, over which he 
retained complete artistic control. As he reveals 
exclusively to UWjes, however, he hasn't lost his 
appetite for a fight 




LWltES: HEPO MAN CELEBRATED ITS TWENTY-FIFTH 
ANNIVERSARY LAST YEAR. HOW WAS IT RECEIVED 
BACK IN 1SB4? 

Cox: The first reaction was Universal Pictures’ arwd It was 
entirely negative. They hated the film and tried to suppress 
iL This had to do with a change of regime at the studio > In 
with the new, out with the old - but the producers and I were 
relatively Innocent. 

HOW 010 THE FILM FIND A LIFE OF ITS OWN WITHOUT 
SUPPORT FROM UNIVERSAL? 

It got two different reviews In Variety, one very hostile, the 
other highly positive. We took out an ad In l^riefy reprinting the 
positive review and challenging Universal to release the film. 
Judging by subsequent comments, this annoyed U>em quite a 
bit Various opinions appeared. In various media, stating that 
Repo Man was 'un-American' and the likes of Pan Am would 
never screen It. One parson said, I hope they never show this 
film In Hussla.' Probably because of the neutron bomb subplot, 
Repo Man had become embroiled In the Cold War politics of 
the Reagan/Thatchor years, and was being led-balted In time- 
honoured Joe McCarthy fashion. 

YOU THEN MADE SIO ANO NANCY. WHY? 

To diwart a Hollywood studio which wanted to make a Sid and 
Nancy picture starring Rupert Everett and Madonna. 

BEING INVOLVED IN THE PUNK MOVEMENT. HAD YOU 
ALREADY DECIDED TO MAKE SOMETHING ABOUT IT? 

Not until that ghastly possibility presented itself. My co-author 
Abbe Wool and 1, being enthusiasts lor the punk movement, feK 
that a genuine movie about that sorry pair, and their betrayal ot 
the movement, should bo made. If only we'd made it 

00 YOU STILL CONSIDER YOURSELF A PUNK? 

1 never did. I was a bit too old. But I was a follower and admirer 
of the punk movement, and I suppose Its chnHiIder for a 

AFTER TWO CRITICALLY ACCLAIMED FILMS WERE YOU 
GIVEN THE KEYS TO THE KINGDOM OF HOLLYWOOD? 


No, I was denied any form of proper accounting, thoroughly 
rpped off, blacklisted and otherwise traduced by unseen 
wankers. Even when I've wotked for a studio It’s been at arm's 
length - delivering the fHm when it was finished for an agreed 
price. This was a way for the studios to make films more 
cheaply, and employ fewer union membere. So I know little 
about the 'real' world of Hollywood movies, where as far as 
lean tell the goal Is to spend, or seam to spend, as much money 
as possible, thus Inflating the film's budget and making sura 
none of the profit participants ever participate. Paul Lewis, the 
produebon manager on Easy Rkier. told me that films should 
be punishment meted out to people looking tor entertainment. 
I don't know if it's always possible to achieve this, but it’s 
certainly something to aspire to. 

TALKING OF EASY HIDEP, HOW 010 YOU COME TO 
MEET DENNIS HOPPER? 

I wanted him to act in Repo Man, That didn’t work out, but I lay 
in wait for him, 

IS IT TRUE YOU WERE HIS FAVOURITE FILM 
DIRECTOR? 

No, Dennis was Dennis’ favourite director. All directors are this 
way. How could it be otherwise? Who was Picasso's favourite 
painter? 

YOU OBVIOUSLY BECAME CLOSE FRIENDS. WAS HE 
A JEKYLL ANO HYDE CHARACTER? 

He was a very smart man who - though blacklisted by the 
studios as a director ~ managed to keep working as an actor 
and put his money in real estate. I never saw his allegedly 
crazy side. He also believed In film ae an art form - probably 
he was the only person I met in Los Angeles who thought 
that way. 

HOW 00 YOU THINK HE WAS ABLE TO MAINTAIN 
WORKING AS AN ACTOR ON BOTH OBSCURE AND BIG- 
BUDGET FILMS? 

Obscure was pretty much afl that was available to Dennis as 
a director, given the studios' decision to cut him off. As an 
actor, he took what work was offered to him - big and smaH, 
it all paid the mortgage, or the aJimony. 
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YOU ATTEMPTED TO MAKE FEAH AND LOATHING IN 
LAS VEDAS. HOW DID YOU FIND THE EXPERIENCE? 

When [ was tha director, the budget was six million and Johnny 
Depp was to be paid half a mlllon bucks. When Universal took 
the project over end hired Terry Qilfiam the budget shot up and 
Johnny got five million dollars. I think he bought an Island In the 
Caribbean with It 

AS AN ARTIST, DOESN'T THE IDEA OF THE MOVIE 
'BUSINESS’ BECOME INCREDIBLY DEPRESSING? 

You couldn't design a worse system for filmmakers than the 
current capitalist one; InefflcierTt corrupt. Incapable of survival 
without constant governmental interventiur and taxpayers' 
dosh. Forty years ago the same system was capable of 
producing great films, offering more-or-less full employment 
and landing buzz-cut jarheads on the ntoon. How did It fall 
apart so quickly? 

HOW DOES THE UK INDUSTRY COMPARE? 

In the US, the problem Is net the making of money but the 
hidirrg of money; a monumental concealment of profits, which 
is entirely Illegal - rt Is Interstate racketeenng - and should have 
landed all the studios’ lawyers and accountants In jail. In the 
UK, the Industry is dependent on hartdouts from well-placed 
bureaucrats In elite quangos, who are neither businessmen nor 
filmmakers. They do not care tvhetherfHms make a profit: their 
goal is to divert Lottery funds to American productions in the 
hope that they will one day move to America and get a job at a 
studio, or at least have dinner with Brad and Angelina. 

ARE THERE SACRIFICES TO MAKE WHEN YOU'RE NOT 
BACKED BY FINANCIERS WITH DEEP POCKETS? 

There Is one problem making a film very chet^sly; If they only 
invest a small sum, the Investors may rtot care whather or 
not they get their money back. So, In the case of Revengers 
Tragedy, half a million pourtds came from the Film Council, 
and half a million came from a wealthy pnvate Inveator who 
Immediately received UK tax breaks. Now. it was very kind of 
boOi to put up money for the production and I'm most grateful 
to them, But there was no burning desire on either part to see 
the film make money. Tod [Davies, the film’s producerj and 
I had a distribution plan which parallelad Eddie Izzard'a U$ 


stand-up tour. We bied it out in Portland and Seattle: Eddie 
rntnsduced the film or did a Q&A the same evening as Ns big 
show. It worked like a dream - full houses lit both cases. But 
WB couldn't persuade the Film Council or the private investor 
to let us act as US distributors, even though this would have 
given the film a theatrical life and led to better TV and DVD 
sales. They weren't interested in making money. The investore 
had had thair tax breaks, and tha bureaucrats were Into a new 
financial year 

YOU RECENTLY MADE GEPO CM/CK WITH VIRTUALLY 
NO MONEY. WHAT ARE YOUR PLANS FOR IT? 

To get out from under these ridiculous legal actions (Universal 
filed a Cease & Desist letter against Cox In 2009, claiming that 
Repo Chick was an illegal sequel to the original film], and to see 
the film widely sold and distributed so that all the people who 
worked for nothing can start to make soma mortey from it 


WHAT SACRIFICES HAVE YOU MADE ARTISTICALLY 
AND PERSONALLY IN THE PURSUIT OF YOUR WORK? 

Sacrifice implies a loss of somethmg, and what did I ever 
have to lose? I never really had imy money, so the absence 
of money isn't a big deal. I’d like to have directed more films 
but- comingfrom a background outside the Industry- 1 reckon 
I was extremely lucky to make the ones I did, 

HOW DO YOU DEAL WITH THE FRUSTRATION? 

If there is one thing I believe, it is that eveiythlrtg is a big fucking 
joke. At the same tnte. it is not possible to check out, hide from 
or Ignore the terrible reality of that Joko. We must engage with 
it. while laughing at IL There Is no need for distractions when 
we are fully engaged. 

WHEN YOU ARE NOT FULLY ENGAGED WHAT 00 YOU 
00 TO ESCAPE THE HARSH REALITIES? 

There Is no escape. There ie only action, contemplation arid 
dogs ' 

Three OetP Princmi: An AnarcMrt Fefty Ts/e, a chFIdien's book Hmsbeted 
by Alex Cox rind written by Dancert Nobecon of Chumbawamba. will be 
released In October by Exieimmattng Angel Freas. 
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F or Isglons of Davfd Lynch fans worktwids, the 
events unravelling in the logging town of Twin 
Peaks were only ever partly as interesting as those 
reputed to have taken place behind the camera, 
most of which centre on the unconventional 
methods of Its renegade director. 

One example concerns LyrKh’s decision to 
cast wild-haired set dresser Frank Silva as Bob, the malevolent 
spirit responsible for Laura Palmer's murder. During filming of 
the pilot's closing scene, Frank was accidentally caught In the 
mirror behind Laura’s mother (Grace Zabriskie) as the camera 
framed her screiuning face. Lynch stopped the OP from setting 
up a second take, telling him the first one would be fine. Watch 
that scene now and you can freeze-frame the moment that the 
character of Bob first took form In Lynch's mind - a blurred 
shape, grey and feral, hovering between two worlds in the 
grievlitg Palmer home. It’s a neat insight into the processes that 


informed Lynch’s vision, and which helped define rwrn Pealcs 
- celebrating Its twentieth anniversary this year - as one of the 
most Inllusnbal television events of all time. 

But the show’s beginnings were lets than auspicious. Lynch 
end co-writer Mark Frost had met in 1969, and already had 
a pair of unproduced screenplays behind them when they were 
told there was irrterest from ABC in a television show. Their 
pitch to the network was vague; Frost recalls Lynch spending 
the majority of their meeting descnbing - with suitably jazzy 
hand gestures- the way the wind whispered In the pine forests 
surrounding the town. When /^C commissioned a pilot the 
pair saw it as an opportunity to confound expectations and 
Inject a dose of madness into the mainstream, 

“We didn’t approach it as a television show,” recalls Frost. 
"Remember that we were coming out of a decade In which the 
tono of major television was set by shows like Dtllas: shows 
that David and I wouldn’t be caught dead watching. It felt llke^ 
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“WE WERE AMAZED THEY 
WERE GIVING DAVID LYNCH 
TWD HDURS ON TELEVISION. 
WE SAW IT AS THE INMATES 
OVERRUNNING THE TOWN.” 


wa'd been led Into the big machine Inside a Trojan horse, and 
thatseemedall the more reason to makeTwtnPea/irs as strange 
and subversive as we possibly could.* 

Writing took place at Frost's home in LA, with Lynch 
(who claimed to be unable to type) lying on a psychiatrist- 
style couch batting Ideas off the walls. Casting adhered to 
a typically Lynchian anti-process: Dana Ashbiook was asked 
to stand on thereof and bark like adog, a role ha later reprised 
as a jail-bound Bobby Briggs; Richard Beymer and Russ 
Tamblyn were cast as Ben Home and Lawrence Jacoby simply 
because It tickled Lynch to see the former arch-enemies of 
West Side Story reunited on screen; and roles were regularly 
adapted to fit actors that Lynch particularfy nked - meeting 
Joan Chen Inspired him to rewrite the role of an 
Italian maid, Qlovanna (ohginally pencilled for his 
then-partner Isabella Rossellini], as the Chinese 
Josie Packard. 

Cast and crew assembled in late '89 in the 
location town of North Bend, Washington State, 
and filming of the pilot took place over a winter 
of record-breaking bleakness; of biizzards 
freezing fogs that regularly postponed snoots 
and added to the sense of otherworidliness 
permeating the set, 

"Oavid's way of working was unlike anything I'dencountcred 
at the bme," says KImmy Robertson, who played squeaky 
sharWs secretary Lucy Moran. ‘David was meditating every 
afternoon, and he'd conduct exercises to get cast members 
on the same wavelength. He erKOuraged everyone to read The 
Power of Myth by Joseph Campbell, and I remember a lot of 
us started having strange dreams. It was definitely a different 
consciousness to your average television set ' 

But if there was a sense that they were creating 
something special, there was also a nagging concern that bte 
finished product would be too ieftfiekl for the conservative 
commissioners at ABC. 

'We were amazed they were giving David Lynch two hours 
on television," says Kyle MacLachlan, looking only slightly 
older and heftier than FBI Special Agent Dale Cooper. "We 


saw 11 as the inmates ovemjnnlng the town, and we knew 
it would be fantastic, but we thought that would be the and 
of it. We didn't think for a second that It would get picked 
up because it seemed so incomprehensible,'' 

MacLachlan's concerns were unfounded. After mixed 
reactions to test screenings of the pilot, ABC commissioned 
seven episodes - a partial vote of confidence that suggested 
they were warily excited to be working with Lynch - and 
reluctantty agreed to the director’s condition of complete 
creative freedom from the network. 

Shooting relocated to a former warehouse In the San 
Fernando Valley that Uyrtch had decked with timber and stone, 
allowing cast and crew to pass from tho Double R Diner to the 
grand foyer of the Great Northern Hotel in a few 
easy steps. Guest directors were cherry-picked to 
oversee irvdividual episodes, but Lynch and Frost 
continued to write the show, which descended 
a maelsbom of drug taking, underage sex 
and supernatural evil so dark that many feared 
it would be axed before It aired. 

Those fears dissipated on April 8, 1990, when 
the word-of-mouth buzz surrounding Twin Peaks 
saw the pilot score the sort of viewirtg figures 
usually reserved for the Super Bowl. The show’s 
popularity snowballed as the season progressed - Its layered 
mystenes combined with a Thursday night slot to make It 
perfect watercooler corworsatlon for office workers the 
following mortung, a fact played upon by a slew of pubkcity 
posters claiming, ‘H you miss it tonight, you won't know what 
everyone's talking about tomorrow.' 

Not that watching it was any guarantee of understanding 
it Not even cast membere were wise to bie show's deepest 
secrets: actors were given scripts for their own scenes only, 
and would gather In an LA bar each Thursday to watch the 
show en masse and marvel at Its twists and turns with hordes 
of admiring locals. Theories abounded, rumour mills went 
into overdrive, and a telephone helpline (voiced by KImmy 
Robertson In character) was sot up to satisfy those who 
couldn't wait a week for further clues. ^ 



"I remembBr about halfway through the airing of the first 
season someone came In and dumped on my desk maybe 
SOO pages of internet chatter about the show - and this 
was at a point where the internet was ortly just emerging as 
something people used for basic communicadon, " says Frost. 
‘But here were these entire forums dedicated to exploring 
just one aspect of plotting, something that had taken maybe 
1S minutes to think up. That was the point when I realised 
this had become more than just a television show, that we'd 
tapped into a collective unconscious.” 

Before long, 'Peaksmanla' had tunred into a bona fide 
cuHural phenomenon. Shops couldn't stock enough cherry pie; 
elderly women were carrying logs in tribute to the cryptic Log 
Lady; and sorority houses held mock Laura Palmer funerals in 
which swathes of girts would wrap themselves in plastic and 
lay down for hours on end, 

Eisewhera, the female leads of Twin Peaks lined up for the 
cover of Rolling Stone, vrhiie Lynch found himself celebrated 
as a genius on the front of Time magazine. MacLachlan, 
for Ns part, was dragged on to Saturday Night Uve, guest 
bosbng an episode that sent up wackier aspects of the 
show. The audience's laughter concealed their 
hope, however misguided, that the actor would 
somehow slip up and answer the Question 
everybody’s lips: who killed Laura Palmar? 

That question on which the show's early 
success had been founded eventually led to its 
downfall. ABC wanted the mystery of Laura's 
murder resolved quickly - some suggest they 
were sceptical of sustaining public interest in 
the subject, others that they feared drawing It 
out would lead to rioting or copycat killing. Either way, they 
commissioned a second season of 22 episodes on one 
condibon: that Lynch reveal the killer's identity at the first 
available opportunity. 

The murder was something neither Lynch fK>r Frost wanted 
resolved. Solving the mystery was, In Lynch's words, "killing the 
goose biat laid the golden eggs". The pair had gone to extreme 
lengths to keep the culprit's identity a secret: from numbehng 
scripts to writing and occasionally shootli>gfakescsnss. When 
they finally eapltulatsd. they filmed the unmasking of throe 
separate killers before tacking one on to the end of the episode 
and swKling it to edit. Only then did they sit down with actor 
Ray Wise and tell him that his character, Leland PaJmsr, had 
murdered his daughter - a revelation that Wise was reluctant 
to accepL not least because it was foKowed by his character's 
death and exit from bie show. 

In some ways, Ray was the lucky one. Lynch and Frost 
lost interest in the wake of the revelation - Lynch heading off 
to direct Wild at Heart; Frost to Stotyville - leaving the final 
12 episodes in the hands of guest writers and directors who 
struggled to regain the momentum lost by Leland'sconfassion. 
The show became characterised by oddball cameos (David 


Ouchovny as a cross-dressing FBI agent) and storylines (Sen 
Horne's campaign to save the local pkio weasel], making 
a self-parody of its once subtle sense of the macabre, and 
edging it closer in tone to the mainstream soap operas 
it had previously outmoded. As audience figures plummeted, 
ABC shifted Twin Peaks to a graveyard Saturday night slot 
in a barely concealed effort to hasten Its end, and a sense df 
alienation took root among a cast that had so recently been 
more like a family 

"( remember sitbng in my dressing room listening through 
the wall to Catherine Coulson [the Log Lady] calling David 
and begging Nm to come back," says KImmy Robertson. 
"I remember a senee of panic and a dafinito feeling of 
abandonment. It was as though God had put us In Eden and 
then left us to fend for ourselves.” 

Lynch returned to oversee the end of the second season, 
rewriting and directing a final episode culminating in a senes of 
cliffhangers that he hoped would compel ABC to commission 
a third season. But ft was too little, too late. The network 
seemed happy to be rid of a show that it had never knovm 
quite vrhat to do with. Many cast members breathed a sigh of 
relief when the curtain came down. 

Like any major event, the effect Twin Peaks 
on those involved in its creation was far 
from unifonn. Some, like Kimmy Robertson, 
swore aHegtance to its memory, attending annual 
festivals and making herself available to fans; 
others, Hke Michael Ontkean (Sheriff Truman), 
refused to speak about the experience, grimacing 
when it came up In interviews and blaming 
the show for the subsequent downturn in their 
careers. Even MacLacNan tried to distance himself from his 
character, requesting only a bit part in Lynch’s 1992 prequel 
Twin Peaks: Fire Walk With Me, a movie received with hostility 
even by hardcore fans for its heavy-handed dramatisation of 
the last days of Laura Palmer's life. 

And yet the legacy of Twin Peaks seems barely to have 
diminished in the decades since the town beauty was first 
found on the riveibank wrapped In plastic. It rogulariy tops 
lists of ths best shows of all bms, and Its influence can still be 
felt in more sustained television success stories like Lost and 
The Sopranos, many ol tvhlch might not exist were it not for 
Lynch's vision of a worid in which arthouse moviemaking and 
mainstream television worked hand in hand. 

“Twin Peaks was too far ahead of its time,” says Charlotte 
Stewart, who played Betty Briggs, 'ft was a completely 
Immersive experience filled with incredible characters and 
creepy secrets, and it had this dreamy quality thanks to its 
bizarre dialogue and haunting soundtrack. But it was a show 
that demanded viewers approach It with an open mind, and 
It expected them to pay attention, Nowadays those things are 
taken for granted with ground-breaking television, but back 
then I don't think people were ready for It," 'D 



THE KIDS 
ARE ALRIGHT 

Two all-time cult classics of 60s British cinema 
now finally available fully uncut and remastered 






I 





I betr^ llieir indie roots. With SundoEKre 
audimce favourites like oddball road-crip comedy 
7J« Chmr and quirky comic horror BagluaJ, 
the brothers established the ‘Uuplassian Method’ 
shooting a script chronologicBUy and allowing 
■he aaors ua develop their own dialogue. It makes 
for believable chaiaciera and a rewarding narrative 
presented in a cinema virili style. 

'I’be prolitk siblings’ latest introduces us to 
John (Jfbn C Reilly), a crumpled loser stuck 
in the grip of a midlife crisis. But when he parlays 
a drunken party sing-along to the Human League’s 
•Don’t You Vthnt Me?’ into a stab at relationship 
redemption with Molly (Marisa Toraei), he can’t 
believe his luck. Then he meets her son, Cyrua 

frai house fart gags with a broodingly undersuced 
display- “Don’t fuckmyroomi” he jokes But should 
we laugh at or pity this sociopaihic momma’s boy 
as he desperately tries to make three a crowd? 
'Ibc result is a film of bleak laughs as Cyrus goes 
loe-io-ioe rm home turf for Molly’s aSeciions. 

Cyrus’ first encounter with John echoes the 


undercurrent of menace in Jim Carrey’s Cabk 
Guv. Manning the controls of his home snidio, be 
blmvs his opponent away with a monstrous slab of 
progressive trance we later learn is called ’Isotopes: 
A Study of 'IWo and 'ITiree’. It's small couches like 
this that make the film’s world so immeisive- 

Afier a period of furious script writing (including 
gags for Sacha Baron Cohen’s BrUiu) and having 
established himself in the Apatow ensemble, Jonah 
Hill has now definitively moved on from his breakout 
rtdc in Suptrbad. 'I'he actor also has aspirations 
to direct, and for a Inver of improv who bener to 

Hill and Reilly’s verbal sparring, and they’re ably- 
supported by both Tomei artd Catherine Keener 
as John’s put-upon ex. 

Much like another midlil'e dramedy, Gnvnberg, 
the film’s domestic setting is a finhg backdrop 
that allows the actors in draw us in with each 
subtle nuance, whether it’s Cyrus milking Molly’s 
sympohy with his 'night terrors', nr an exasperated 
John receiving a masterclass in fucked-up and 
dysfunctional hthaviour. Shooting with the RED 
camera, the diieciors’ use of digital techniques 


is reminiscent of Lars von Trier’s experimenlal 
black comedy 'IJk! Boss cf it AU, heightening our 
engagement with the characters as a oaccato zoom 
hones in on every emotional detalL 

Cvrut is a film about telling go, losing 
inhibilions and following new paths - the kind 
of cheese regularly mishandled by ham-fisted 
Hollywood rom-coms. But under the sophisticated 
guidance of an expert ca.si and crew, here it proves 
both charming and enlightening, with a mix of 
observationoJ humour and heartbreak that stays 
with you. Dan Brighlmore 


Anticipation. Can mumblecore 
go mainstream? We’re intrigued. 

Enjoyment. Laugh-oui-loud one 
minute and thought-provoking 
the next. Perfectly crafied. 


In Retrospect. A fresh approach 
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Dog Pound 

UirecccJ b> Kim Chapiron 
Starring Adam Butcher, Shane 
Kippel, Lawrence Bayne 
Rsleaaed August 27 


A 22-yeiir-old RayWinstone announced himself 
Co [he world in Alan Clarke's Made 

story of today' - a bleak portrait of a coimtry chat 
had aimed its back on working-class young men. 
Scum wasn't just provocative - it nieawi something. 

What does Dog Iband mean? 'Ihis US 
re-imagining of Scim follows three young oflenders 
Butch (Adam Butcher), Davis (Shane K^pel) and 
Angel (Mateo Morales) - as they arrive at a young 
odendn institute run on the ground by a gang of 
violoii inmates. Both Butch and Davis ate targeted by 
the gang, only forButch to react with single-minded 
intent. As he [riots to become top dog in the pound, 
his ruthless streak puts him on a collision course with 

Altiiot^h it echoes the narrati’« arc of A Prophit, 
Dog Pound has none of that film's arlhouse ambition 

acoial youth offetiders and shooting on location 
Kim Chairiron^ film is &r more interested in 
slam-bang aesthetics than gritty reality. D>g fbiiraf 


is an action film in disguise, where every shove and 
slap rings out like cannon fire while a circling camera 
lovingly ducumenn the many sequences of cathartic 
masculine violence. 

'fhat the tilm should be so completely stripped 
of subieici is all the more disappointing when you 
consider that Chapiron is part of France's Kourtraime 
collective, and is responsible for some of the most 
vital and controversial filmmaking in the country. 

\bt Dqg Pound has nothing to s^ about young 
men in Obama^ America. Nothing to siw about the 
liniG between violence and authority. Nothing to 
say about the corruption of good people in a roaen 
system. In the absence of context, the film becomes 
a warying trip throu^ the cliches of prison drama - 
rape, riots and all. Matt Bochenski 


Anticipation. Scum upda 
for a new generation by 
director whose French-li 

work has pushed the bou 
of good taste. 

ted 

inguagc 

Enjoyment. Despite a c< 

trtain 

intensity, Dog Pound is f 

atally 

preoccupied with visual 

impact ^ 

rather than dramatic me 

aning. 

In Retrospect. Kim Cha[ 


could make a seminal fill 

m about ^ 

today's youth, but this is 

n’t it. 



The Horde 



Benjamin Rocher 
Starring Claude Perron, Jean- 
Pierre .Martins, Eriq Ebouaney 
Released September 17 


L ike a thermometer up ihe jacksie, horror films 
arc a quick if tmpleasam way of assessing 
society's ills. And if the recent spate of angsiy, ultra- 
violent French effons IManyn, Pnmiier(s), Inside) 
are to be trusted, you'd have to conclude that racial 
tensions and right-wing legislation ore resulting in an 
oimi^ry storm brewing across the Channel. 

77i< Horde harks back to early Romero in its 

unease. “I'm a fiicking Nigerianl" screams Adewale 
(Eriq Ebouaney) as he bashes out a zombie's brains. 
Buc in these godforsaken projects, everyone 
whether policeman, gangster or monster - is either 
an inierioper or an outcast, 

More a background concern than a coherent 
line of enquiry, these tensions still add a frisson 
to the non-stop action. Aunire (Claude Perron) 
and Ducssem (lean-Picnc Martins) are double- 
hard coppers on a mission to avenge the killing 


of a colleague; Adewale and co are their targets. 
But before whatever honour they have left can 
he satisfied, the grimy higli-risc they've infiltrated 
is ovemin by marauding stifl's. 

Imagine Rometti retooled by John Carpemo' 
aid you hate some idea of the blood-and-spii-filicd 
sausage-fesl ihatlbllcxvs. Brains eiqilode, limbs fiy and 
black Iriood gflin.*: the stairwells. One chap^ so angry 

lepeaedlv. Meanwhile, in the distance we see Paris 
afiame, stonn douds gathering and othg intimatioDS 
dial the worlds going irretrievably to hell. 

afurious, brutal film, a ram -raid on the senses 
that might have henefiiied from a Utile breathing 
room - when our coke-snorting anti-heroes aren't 
getting tom to pieces by zombies, they're tearing 
strips off each other, 'lliough occasionally grating, 
the film's over-pumped oppresslwness remains 
coosisteru throughout, with no 2S Days Euto^style 


happy-dappy cop-outs. 

Kir a muliiiudo of (horrible) reasons, the 
film's squirmiesi sequence secs the suntivors 
incapacitating then taunting a female zombie, who 
it appears they’re going to rape. Even Romero never 
locriced on the human race with such unfettered 
disgust. Let's pray this particular reading proves 
way off the mark. Matt Glasby 


Anticipation. Assault 
on Precinct 13. 

3 

Enjoyment. Assault 
on District 13. 

U 

In Retrospect. Assault 
and battery. 

3 




Charlie St. Cloud 

Direcicd by Burr Steers 

Starting Zac Efron, Amanda Crew, Augustus Prexu 
Released October 8 


Z ac Efron graduates during an early scene in 
Chaiie Si. Cloud. Bui it’s best you take that 
literally rather than figuradve^' - LXsnev’s 
former golden boy may have strayed into tear 
dua-boibering drama with this adaptadon of Ben 
Sherwood’s nowl, but he’s not quite shot of the 
Mouse House yet. 

Reuniting with 17 Again director Burr Siceis, 
Efron is the eponymous St. Cloud. n:rlcct right 
down to his baby blues and innic belly button, he's 
the boat-sailing brother you always dreamed of 
having: sensible, playfril, sensitive. Quids in, then, 
for younger abling Sam (Charlie Tahan), who 
Charlie fauns ow like a father (^it-brushii^ his 
hair, coachkig him in baseball). 'XSod, that boy is fust 
loo good!" gripes turure Iwe interest 'less (Amartda 
Crew), and you almost feel her pain. 

Fast-forward five years and Charlie's now totally 
cenifiaUe. Sam's been lolled in a car crash. Charlie 
is drifting, talldng to dead people and working as 
a gardeiKr instead of following his dreams. Are his 
visions ofhis dearly departed bro' a result of Charlie's 
sp&ntered psyche, or it something altogether more 
mysterious aftioi? 

So far so absuihing. Wince-indudng dialogue 


it life on hold, CharSe, 


Badger early on),Charlis Sc Qeirdbe^ns brisk and 
breezv - ah Lord cf die Rinp scenery and brotherly 
banter. Even the traumatic incident that claims Sam's 
life is defdy handled, os Steers allows the crunch of 
meul and the qtlaaers of blood to hit us right in the 
face (youU be glad it's not in 3D). 

But while tills no-holds-barrcd approach initially 
works.h soon drives ihc film into histrionic waters A 
third act U-Lum feels forced, destabilising the drama 

at the film's climax unmoor ,Si. duud entirely. 


Not 


le heaped on Efron. Quii 
ir-old attacks the materii 


the c^posite - the 22-yea 

date. It’s a definite move in the right direaion to 
complement Me and Qnon Wblks. Sadly, the dire- 
logue descends into such tediousness that only 
plucky Brit Augustus Frew (chink Aaron Johnson 
ciossed with Russell Brand) manages to buoy it 
with his off-kilter cock-er-nee delivery, it's the 
kind of 'listen carefully!’ discourse typical of the 
very tepid teen dicks that Hl'roti is clearly straining 


Not a total wreck, theo, with central youn gling *; 
Efron, Crew and Frew eaaly shouldering their 

audience members to tears, CharheSt. Ctoud forgets 
to foster a heart for itself. Josbiblnning 


Anticipation. Efron ditched 

the Footloose remake for (his. ^ 

Good sign? ^ 


Enjoyment. Expansive locatio 
shots lend Charlie Si. Cloud 
an elegant aura that's as easy 
on the eye as its lovely young 


2 


more of a buff. 


In Retrospect. Efron excels, 

and drill-’em-home emotional 
beats weigh things down. 
Rubbish ending, too. 


2 




I I Select Filmography 

Robin Williams 

m II I World’a Grealetl Dad (2009) 

V fB||l Nigh t at the M ua eu nt (2006) 

lAf I I I I A m C /»aomn.a r^OO^; 

BB B B B l ^iM III Ona Hour Photo (2002) 

mm III I^B III BB Bicentennial (1999) 

Patch Adams (1998) 

Stand-Up Guy 'Zi 

Toys (1992) 

Interview by Ellen E Jones Dead Poets Society (1989) 

Good 3foKni'R^, Vietnam (1987) 
Pop eye (1980) 


O ver ibc course di this cnnvcnadon, Robin 

diftiem impersonaums, including a 
Boston accent, a rather poor Sean Connery 
and a IIAL voice that goes on so long, it eventually 

becomes scary (at which point, he realty gets into it). 

By the standards of Robin Williams, man of a 
thousand s3]y voices, this E,ti'a>uise,fairlyrestrained. 

He's probably a little fatigued because it's the lost 

intovtew be6ore lunch, but perhaps we ala-, rave his 

tesiraint to the movie that% brou^i us here. 'Ibday, 

Williams is sitting in bis Kensington hotel room to 
promote a movie which requires no cross-dressing 
Scottish nannies, singing genies or caictuauling 
radio presenters - just himself, the actor, playing an 
(Ordinary, nuanced human being. 

Vlbrid'i Onaes! Dadis the third film Directed by 

erstwhile stand-up Bobcat Cioldthwait, a friend of 

Williams' ance they met on the V%st Coast cotnedy 

circuicin the '80s. Wiliams initially rend Croldthwait's 

strip! intending to use his Hollywood clout to help 
the film get made: 'When he did Shakes the Qotm 
[Goldthwail's IQ9I diiectorial debut], I played 

see what I can play.’Then 1 thought, 'No, actually, 
this is really good-..’” 

Goldthwail's first tvto films about, respeairely, an 
alcoholic down and a woman who performs a sex act 
on her dog, lud out his stall as a maker cf perverac 
yet surprisingly sensitive comedies. ItJfiddi (iKotesi 
Dad, which deals with the ofiemiaih of a death via 
autoreoiic asphyxianon, is certainly no bid for the 

mainstream. VHIIiams stars as lance Qayton, a 

school teacher of uninspiring poetry, plagued by 
unfulfilled Elerary ambitions, a flighty girUhend and 
a sexually deviant teenage son. Unfike so many recent 
projects, Goldthwnit's script nerer stretches Williams' 
comedic gifis beyond anaising and into aiuioying. 
Instead, it perfectly showcases his dramatic ones. 

Ibe role seems tailor-made to fit his appeamnee, 
talents and even past career. "Ii^ like Dead tims 
Sacieiy," Williams jokes. It was an uninicntional 
parallel, he insisis, but accidental or otherwise, 
Williams hasn't had such inieresLing material to 
work with in a lung while. As Lance he must embotty 


crushing disappointment, gnwcDing humiliation and 
soul-wrenching grief, while ptifeciing a balance of 
humour as pathos - and he excels. 

When the young Robin Md.aurim Williams 

was not what he had in mind. He soi^t dramKic 
roles and it was only when they were unfbrthcousng 

thai he took a detour into sumd-up “Ostensibly, 

I'm a character actor,” he says. “Pl^ die trazy uncle? 
Sure, doiK iuThealcohoKc friend? Okay, if you need 

mc-lbe Boston guy? [Here he breals into a Boston 

accem] Sure, done ihai. right ihere." 

'Ostensibly', he says, because this image nf Robin 

Wilinms as a jobbing ihesp is not me most observers 

of his 30-year movie career would recognise. 'I'hcR 

hove beat mainstream dramas like Good Marniig, 

Vietnam (1987), llie Fisher King (1991) and Gaodimt 

Hunting (1997), but the WUlioms brand rests firmty m 
a bankdvle nfec of comedy artd fomiiy films Lite Hook 
(1991), AlaiHin (1992) and Afre. Doubiftre (1993), 

cukninadng in a series of films in the late '90s so coodi- 

rooin^y saccharine that a cridc reviewing Bicentennial 
MtBt in 1999 was moved to call him 'the Andchrisi 
of seniimoiia] screoi comedy’. When Williams 
branched out into sociopalhic murderers (Inscmnia), 
giily-voiced stalkers (Onr Hour Phoui) and demeraed 
kidslV presenters (Deaih u> Smoochy) in 2002, it was 
a blessed rdiefirom the creepiness. 

'I dioughu ‘1 can't keep playing the some pons',” 
Wilians admiu. “At that time ttungs were starting 
to fed linating. You just play nice giots? 'I'be knd 

ofiran-chiU character? No. You’ve got to break out of 

that otho-wise youVe doomed.” But ifhisdeciscxi was 

waai't a turoieg point It's almost lite a wave raodon, 

like a ane wave, there are great ups aixl great downs.” 

His personal life in the following years prtwkled 
plenty of e x cuses for not culdvaiing this career 
reinveniion. After 20 years of sobriety, he suffered a 
relaps in 2006 and dtedted himself into rehab, then his 
brother passd aw^ the foDowing year, his semd wife 
filed for divans in 2008 and the cherry on the tragedy 
cate was his csnergoioy heart operadm lost year. 

Not that you'd have any inkling of WiBiams' 


personal turmoil fenm his work. "1 don't talk about 
my own life, but there's other people where that's iher 
entire aa,”he says. "1 have a friend who's a comic that 
tails about his dysfunctional marriage Bid hh wffe 
is there in the audience every night. I'm Uke, 'How 

VClIliams' trademark comedic s^le - rhai wBdly 
energetic stream of inprew and impersonations - 
alw^-s seemed less about revealing his true presonakiy 

than defiecting aaatdon awav liom in While be clearly 

admires Goldthwaii, quoting him several times over the 

coitree of the interview, for Wtlfiams, taboo hreakng 
doesn't come as naturally. “I’m more kind of Kiuaiive 
about it. Ill think, 'Oh, I can’t say thatr'lhen someone 

wiB talk about it and, usuaBy because it's something 

they've been through, they can get awny with it.” 

Unlike most prolesdonal show-o£, Williams 

doe not come across as cocl^, or even pardculariy 

confident. In a spirit of modesty, he's quick to 
anlicipalE any criddsm, however v^ueiy ingtlied. 
“IfeqJe ask, ‘WTiy did you make Old Dogs?" he says, 
brfore the subject has even come up. “Because a pays 
the bills. You Ye just out of rehab. Good luck. You've 

for any inteijecdon, the excuses start grilling out: “It 
was also a chance to work with John [Travola), who 
I admire. It was meant to be something to take your 
kid to and have a good lime.” 

lYtrhapa ihose films also provide a son (ff break 
between the more challenging wort^ “It's not even 
a ccmftrt zone,” he insisu. “I'm more comfortable 
doing this movie with Bob dian the other ones. 

has to do a certain number for it to be okay. With this 
movie. Bob said, ‘I have no illusion that fills wilJ open 

the door.' But in a weird way it has. It's allowed him, 

hopefully, to make the next movie. And iha’s cooL” 
reTliaps,as it turns out, Goldthwaii has also done 
Williams a fevour. Ihe director may have needed 
a trig name to get his movie made, but Williams also 
needed someone to come along and blast him out 
of a career rut. Like two convicts imprisoned in the 
same profit-led Hollywood system, they collaboraicd 
to find an escape route. But can Williams mate it on 
the outside? 'lYiai remains to be seen. 








Direcied by Bobcat 

Starring Robin Williania. Daryl Sahara, Morgan Murphy 
Kcieased September 24 


pn^ably 
through the 


lou^t y 
St of yc 
Robin' 


could happily go 
life without eva 


nto a swimming pool, You were wrong. And Bobcat 
Goldthwait, aka hhe guy with the squeal^ voice from 
IbSceAodemy', is exactly the fUmmaker to prove it. 

In Greaiesi Datl - Goldihwail’s third 

film as wnieifdireolor Williams plays high school 
poetry teacher l,ance ('laytnn; but Dead Ajen 
Soewrv this is not. 'llie diems of Lance’s life are 
hardly worth carpe-ii^ - his dreams of a successful 
writing career have fallen flat, his girlfriend ffirc 
shamelessly w'ith all his colleagues, and he's the 


expulsion from school. 

This latter circumstance is most fully realised 
dianks to actor Daryl Sahara, who is peifea as 


rage-filled pervert, sudi an idiotic and miseraUe 
ingnte slouched across our screens. Sahara, in other 
words, has naSed adolescence. Despite being on the 
receiving end of comments such as “It's bad enough 
having a teacher as a dad. Being seen with two 
teachers is AIDS," Lance parents him with cquaNe 
good humour until something truly awtui happens 


and aB our expectations about what, exactly, is going 
on here go flying out the wirsdow. 

I^mousty, Hitchcock harmed late eorrances to 
screenings of Psvcho to preserve the plotY surprises. 
Less famously, Goldthwait harmed reviewers from 
revealing a key plot detail when Sleeping Dogf, his 
second film in IS years, came out in 2007. Bossy, 
pcihaps, but jusdfied, and VdirU'i Gnausi Dad 
confirms Goldihwait’s membership of that minority 
of filmmakers whose work unfolds in genuinely 
uttexpeeied ways. 

*l1iia is such a rare quality that seeing it on 
screen lays bare the stupid pladtudes from which 

from an actor like Williams, so oftai azodaled with 
exactly the land of sendn^ntal mushuiGS that rhis 
film so ddidously satirises, it's on extraordinary 

Showing a flair for the incongruous emotiem, 
Goldthwait's film is full of moments that are 
outrageous yet dioughtllil, challenging yet sweei-'llte 
scene where Lance breaks down crying in from of 
a newsagent's shelf of porn mags because they 
remind him of his son is hilarioust when he tries 
valiantly to he happy for a successful colleague while 


fumbling to unpack his patbedc Tupperware lunch, 
it's exquisitely sad. But most triumphantly, by the 
time you witness Robin \CUliams' nude dwe, you'll 
just know it makes perfect sense. 

Cynical but never heartless, BSrifJ Graves Dad 
pokes a hole in mrphoneyatdcudes to paremsig, death 
and worldly success widiout ever streiching human 
behaviour beyond recognition fnr the sake of a dteap 
gag. liabomarksihc moment whcnB<'hcai<inldihwait 
ceased to he 'the guy with the squeaky mice from fUiar 
Academy' and became the director of films that Judd 
Apalow wishes he could nuke. EDen E Jones 


Anticipation, Goldihw 

last film didn't make o 


Enjoyment. Hunny, thoughtful 
and full of surprises. 


In Retrospect. We c 
see what Goldthwai 
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Police, Adjective 

Directed by Corneliu Porumboiu 

Sisrring Dragos Bucur, I'lad Ivanov, Irina Saulescu 
Keleased October I 


T he stanfin^v realised 1‘ollou^up to the 
acclaimed I2:0S Bast q{ Bwiharssi a key 
nDikin the renaissance of Romanian cinema 
• BJice, Adjeawe is a brilliant black comedy about 
language, pou'er and law enlbrcemeni. Ollering an 
absurdist yet deadpan meditation on bureaucracy 
and moral conscience, this Cannes prize-winning 
Aim also offers a witty and ihott'ughly incisive 
disscaion of the genie. 

Oisd (Dragcs Bucur, best known to UK 
audiences for a brid* appearance in Cristi Puius 7be 
Death of Mr. Lazarecu) is a young undercover cop who 
undffgoes a eff conscience when he is pressured 
to arrest a leoiager who, de^ite numerous warnings, 

young msi he considers merdy irresponsible, Crtai 
must either allow the arrest m be a burden on his 
conscience, or (ace censure by his sell-aggrandising, 
intaliiarian superior Anghelache (the astonishing Vlad 
Ivanov of 4 Monihs, 3 IRt*r & 2 iitw), for whom the 
word 'consdence' has an cmirely dilleieni meaning. 

Insfured by the observations of a friend who 
dtsciosed his daily experiences in ihe local police force, 
end by a beadine-grabbing siory involving a brother 


who informed cc his dope-dealing siblir^,Ponimboaj 
takes a fbrenac and yet deeply humanist approach to 
hh matoiaL Shot in the diiectcr’s hometown ofVasiui, 
the fed for character, place and landscape is tar^ibk, 
and as a snapshot of contemporary Romania - with 
its waste grounds, bureaucrats and air of stagnation - 
the film is both astute and subtle. 

Qting Bressen and Anioniuni’s Blow Up as 
influences. Ponimboiu documents the duties of the 
idealistic (Iristi by observing his dally habits and tasks 
in real time. As we watch the policeman going about 
hh Sfe and tiiltilling his prolessional lesponsliUides 
- most of which are mundane, nund-numbkigly 
irrelevant and almost wordless - we slowly come to 
grasp his moral and philosophical mol^up sid the 
extent to whidi his rdusal to hexv to apathy, pointless 
procednre and persecution stands him in marked 
conirast to his colleagues and superiors. 

Poromboiu's approach exterxls to the dorittsiic 
scenes between Cristi and his partner, where 
everything is discussed and multiple nteanings 
and inferences considered. A conversadon about 
toothpaste is particularly deftly played. In the Aim's 
already much-discussed Anal requence between 
Cristi and Anghelache where, dictionary at hand, 


they engage in an intense discussion of the meaning 
tha can be attributed to words like ‘tmrali^’, ‘law' 

Adjeake to its Anal comic and intelfecnial pay-off, 
and from mere ‘greatness’ into something far more 
signiAcant. Jason Wood 


Anticipation. The foiinw-up 


to 12:08 East of Bucharest. 


One of the key works in recen 
Romanian cinema. 


Enjoyment. The writing, 

Porumboiu’s reputation as 
one of the most exciting 


talents in European cinema. 


In Retrospect. Complex, 
intellectually rigorous and 

5 

yet incredibly enjoyable 

on multiple levels. 
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Filmography 
Caspar Noi 


Gaspar 

Noe 

Cinema Sadist 


Enltr the Void (2009) 
Irriveraible (2002) 
I Stand Alone (1998) 
Came (1991) 


‘Ineedaholiday and to get hack into real life. Some 
directors say they'U take six months otf and they 
cannot do it. 1 really could. It^ been coo long." 

Eight years ago Noe unleashed one of the most 
shocking fUms erf all lime in Irrevenibb. His latest 
eflbri, although not as openly barbaric and violent, 
still places heavy demands on the viewer. 

It starts as it means to go on, with a rapid-fire 
credit sequence accompanied by blaring techno 
music berore segueing into a drug-addled delirium 
that it never escapes. Enter the Mid, Noe rightly 


went through a series of evolutions and alternate 
scenarios before locking down in Tokyo to ctqriore 

between an orphaned brother and sister. ^It was 
very difficult to convince people to shoot in Japan. 
But peof^e are much more attracted to Tol^ 
nowadays.TheAmerican Dream is gone and there’s 
no fascination with American culture anymore." 

On the subject of the close relationship between 
his two lead characters, Oscar and Linda, Noe 
really isn’t concerned if people read coo much into 
the meaning of their set-up. Despite his penchant 
for exploring darii desires and taboo subjects, he’s 
adamant it’s not about incest. “It’s not an incest 
movie. They're lc»t and wont to reproduce the 
family roles. He looks like the father, she loots like 


where all the main characters gather to fuck while 
lh«r genitalia glow and shimmer, saturated in 
cosmic multi-coloured light. 

three-page outline and improvised the rest. Enter 
theUtid clearly called for a grander plan. Even now 
he admits that hc^ disappointed that he didn’t 
get everything he wanted on the screen due to 
technological and tinancial constraints. "Shooting 
with a crane is very dilhcuU and we had to invent 
some Stull' and we didn’t have any money," be sighs, 
"'illere were shots 1 wanted to do but couldn’t." 

Aesthetic experimentation features heavily in 











e, a filmmaker with daslii^ 
of [he medium, likes lo mix 
lies with depth of expression, 
lissed as just another enfant 
terrible, a nutcase in love with torturing audiences, 
contemporary cinema^ grand sadist. 

BniertheUtid is nowhere near as confrontational 
as his 2002 rapc-ivvcnge sucker punch IrriversibU, 
but we are neverihclcss forced to navigate 
a stomach-churning fantasia of a man's journey 
through various levels of reality as he inches ever 
closer to death and reincarnation. 

Make no mistake, Noe's film is a hard slog, 
but one that is well worth the effort. Despite 
the de rigueur violence, eiqtlicit sex and general 
u^leasanmess, this is a work pure cinetna - 
a term ofren banded arourtd but very rarely earned. 

Brother and sister Oscar (Nathaniel Brown) 
and Linda (Paz de la liuerta) live in a drug- 
induced stupor in neon-drenched 'Ibkyo on the 
cusp of criminality. He is a petty drug dealer 
having an aflair with his friend’s moihcrt she b 
a stripper and gangster^ moll. They arc orphans 
who share an extremely close relationship in which 



this, yet it probably won't stop people reading it 
as an incestuous coupling. 

Around the half-hour mark, Oscar is shot 
by police officers in the bathroom of the Vmd 
nightclub al'tcr being set up during a drugcxchangc. 
hie collapses into the foetal position around 
a toilet bowl then launches onto a trajectory where 
past, present and lutuie blur and coalesce into 
increasingly trance-like heights. 

As with the very best horror films, Noe wants 
a physical response beyond the standard emotional 
investment. He's not asking either. He’ll goad 
and provoke with a fiendish arsenal of cmemalic 
tools. What salisfacdon he gets from this is 
anybody’s guess. 

The great ‘thrill’ of Enter the Und is the 
experience of the journey seen through the eyes 
of Oscar - Laefv in the Lahe U a major infftience. 
We an: inside hit head, his dreams, his thoughts, 
his nightmares and his history. Once or twice we 
see his stoned face but mostly Oscar is an unseen, 
mumbling, even slightly comic ffgurc. 


The true stars ore cinematographer Benoit 
Dehie and the director's own camera operation. 
Noe and his team designed exquisite camera 
movements that bump, climb, circle, drop, enter, 
pan, spin and »virl across body landscapes and an 
ever-fracturing fantasy Tokya It veers between the 
hyixioiic and nauseating. 

U £nitr the ibid the ultimate iri(^ One could 
argue Oaspar Noi doesn't moke films at all: 
he makes endurance testa Yet the feeling that 
this is a landmark moment in cinema is hard to 
shake. Martyn Conterto 


Anticipation. Noe 


Enjoyment. Nausei 
and revelatory. Lik 
on acid, only not. 



o 





F 

Uirccced byjohannet HoberU 
Starring David Schojield, Eliza 
Bennett, Ruth Gemmell 
Released September 17 


• ■ stands for ‘fail’ - in the case of Johannfs 

I Roberts’ painfully contrived torture flick, 
at least. Upon handing back a batch of class tests, 
it's this unenviable grade that sets off a chain of 
shocking events, starting with the swift riposte 
of a devastating headbutt courtesy of a disgraced 
studenL'l'ake that, teach'! 

Hlewn months on, we And Mr Anderson (David 
Scbofiekl) otercome with fear and self-pity. Now 
a mals-breathed diwre^ he’s estranged Ifom his 
daughter and entirdv ill.equipped to handle his class 
His warning cries to colleagues fall on deaf ears, but 
a hetry slice erf 1-iold-^u-so pie is served up when 
a gang of hoodies bieals into college after hours and 
starts tearing shit up. 

For reasons Roberts never deigns to reveal, 
these particular hoodlums have an unquenchable 
bloodlust. As everyone knows, teens habitually hunt 


in Vebciraptcr formation with the lethal stealth of a 
pack ofninja foxes, but with no cm text or explanation 
onbred for the massacre that unfolds, Roberts roust 
be marked down. So too for making an abuske, 
mumbling bvKizehound thefllm^ chief protagmisi. 

Bui while Anderson is hird^ an alfdble chap, the 

insufleiable throt^ of vapid studous that congtlete 
the victim 1st will only reinforce fedings of frosty 

first lesson cf homar cinema; moke the audience care 

The pacing doesn't help either. After the seeds 
of an intriguing set up fail to flower, any vesdge 
of narranve sense is left to roc for the next 60 
minutes, as each character is tracked down and 
picked off in increasingly grisly fashion. What’s 
worse, the whole twisted charade is cheapened by 
an incessant iMb-Gntubumps score that adds little 


in the way of atmivsphere. 

With severely underdeveloped characters, 
gtsiuiious violence and a givnowbere plot, E is 
among the worst of British cinema in the class of 
2010. Adam Woodward 


Anticipation. An enticing 

2 

Enjoyment. Get the red 
marker out; this is aimless. 

1 

ASBO-baiting trash. 


In Retrospect. 

F-off. 

1 


Why Did I Get 
Married Too? 

Directed by Tyler Perry 
Scarring Tyler Perry, Janet 
Jackson. Jill Seoll 
Released September 3 



A merican fUmm aker lyier Perry is hardly news 
on these shores, but over the pond his brand 
of low-key urban comedy is a very big deal. 
Anvbody wondering whai the fuss is about is in for 

For years the actor/vvriceh director was the States' 
best.^pl secret - Hollywood’s sixth highest earner 
with an armful of box-office slam-dunks alongside 
a lucniive sideline in stage plays that make miUions 
on the urban theatre circuit. Yet none came to the 
UK. To add to the mystery, his movies bypassed 
critics, finding sviccess in the dnc-sccptic Clhriscian 
heartland of Middle America’s black communities. 
And all the time his recurring character, the wisdom- 

10 be played by Perry himself, all sbv-teet-flve of him 
in drag. Whal did the US see in this guy? 

\i Married is anything to go by. Perry’s success 
seems merely Co have come from being scartlii^Iy 
unadventurous. Others have done the same, but this 

- Perry U the black Simon Cowell, controlling 
the puppei strings and purses of the culturally 
conservative - is hardly reason to roll out the rcd 
carpel and welcome his arrival to the UK 

Boasiingfourasioundinglybland couples arguing 
in their Bahamas holiday home for two houis. 


it is a wearying procession of stCTeotypes {^el 

in front of a fireworks di^l^) orvd arelentJess focus 
on hot guys with their shirls off. 

With all the hype chat preceded Perry’s arrival - 
no doifoifuelled by his produaion credii on crossover 
hit Precious - you can't help but teel underwhelmed. 
Is a shapeless plot and a climax involving a cameo 
from a wresUet-airned-acior Rally the best he has 
to oflcr?T)us is filmmaking at Us most sterile - an 
clfonlcss milking ofeasy emotions by a join-ibe-duts 
manipulator. 'IVIer Perry is over almost before he's 
arrived. James King 


Anticipation. An American 
superstar finally hits these 
shores. 


Enjoyment. Hans of utter 
predictability will be well 
satisfied. 

1 

In Retrospect. Over-hyped, 

1 
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Select Filmography 
Jean Reno 


Jean Reno 

Gallic Gunslinger 


22 Bullett (2010) 
Couplet Retreat (2000) 
The Da yinci Code (2006) 
The Crimson Rivers (2000) 
Ronin (1998) 
Leon (I99‘l) 
Nikita (1990) 
The Big Blue (1988) 
Subway (1985) 
The Last Battle (198J) 


past three decades has been cacirum 
toi^h gtm and reclusive, hard-boiled hit 
H men, jean Reno is disarmingly energedc 

and animated in person. Reclining in a legency 
wing-back in Edinburgh’s Caledonian Hoiel.he peers 

down his hooked nose throti^ tiny librarian glasses, 

punctuating his conunenis with florid gesoices and 

shrugging his shoulders as only the Fiench can. Until 

the subtea turns to violence, that is. 'llten he locks 

eyes in a flinty state, dtifls his weight to the edge 

of his chair and leans forward. 

"Alaybe people like to see codes of honour and 
romanticism even in evfl guys, but 1 don’t And that 
attracthe," he explains. “Somebody who has done 
somethsig bad has to be punished. Of course there 
ore a lot of romantic things we con talk about like 
God and destiny, and it can be like a Greek tragedy, 
but the base is that these people kill and hurt people 
and that is not good.” 

Not, perhaps, the viewpoint you'd expect from 
someone who has made his name as Hollywood's 
go-tn Gallic gunslaiger. Whatever his personal 
opinions on violence, a quick glance through Reno's 
back catalogue shows he perlbrms better when he 
has a gun in his hand {Lion, 'Ihe Crimson Rivers) 
than not {Let demurs. The Pink Panther ronakes). 
And for his latest role in Richard Berry's brutal, 
bloody gan^and revenge thriller 22 Bullets, he has 
plenry of opportunities to prtwe it. 

Loosely based on a real life incident involving 
Marseilles’ so-called ‘Last Godfather’, Jacques 'Mad 
jacky’ Imbert, the film is a tale of fiiendship, betrayal 
and honour in which blood is thideer than water and 
flows even mare readily. Reno plays Chady Mattel, 
a gangland boss who turns his back on the Mob in 
favour of a quiet retirement spent with his doting 
wife and two young kids in rural Htance. Someone, It 
appears, takes offence to his decision and the opening 


credits are barely over before he is slumped against 
his bulla-ridden Mercedes in an undergrourrd car 
park, a pool of thick, red blood forming around his 
rwitchingbody. After making aLazarus-likerecoverv, 
he i^oies his wife’s pleas and heads off to mete out 
some ‘divine justice’ on those responsible. 

It’s the kind of role Reno eats I'orbreakfitsi and he 

carries it off with typical toughness. All iaw clenching 

and cold threats. Cliarly exudes a genuine sense of 

menace as he summarily executes those who turned 

against him. By all accounis, Imbert had a similar 

ability to make even hardened criminals quail n thw 

loafers. But despite meeting him, Reno says he based 

little of his performance on the ex-mobster. 

“Richard said he wanted to meet me but I don’t 
like the idea of imitating somebody. We had dinner 
in his lawyer’s house but he was not laliting about 
much. He is old now, 79, but the fact that be was 
shot and survived is real. They said that he killed the 
peo|^ who shot him but nobody proved it. He was 
never caught by the police. Btople like that, who are 
nid, aren’t going to talk aboui their lives. He wasn’t 
bragging, 'Pve done this. I've done chat.' A real 
mobster doesn't talk.” 

Whatever Imbert got up to in his retirement, 
the film paints a distinctly unpleasant picture of 
life in the Marseilles Mob. Rivals are hogtied and 
soccer-kicked in the face; dead gangsters carved 

up and fed to dogs; while next-day courier services 

are kept in business shipping body parts from one 

wronged mafioso to another. It’s gut-churning 
stuff for sure but apparently Imbert himself found 

“Richard spent a lot of time with him to gel the 

ambience and all the oiher things correct," Reno 

explains. “And afler he saw the movie Imbert said 

we had made somebody who was wvaker than him.” 

Whether it reaches Imberi’s high watermark of 
savagery or not, Reno says iiis the film’s roponsibiliiy 


to portray violence on screen the way it Is in real life: 
bloody and messy. “Ihe violence is necessary so that 
you know with whom you ore playing," he savs- 'TTie 
challoige was to put the audience against the wall 

throu^ showing the violence of this guy and then 

to take them by the hand and make them cry by 

the end. To make them accept his redemption. Tlui 

was the goal.W: could’ve done another nomal mob 

mmtie, which would not have been very imcrcsiing 

It was in^ortont to make the audience appreciate 

Matte! and give him a second chance.” 

Now 62, with a career spanning more than 

SO features, Reno, unlike Mattel, shews no sign 

Big Blue, Nikita and Lion, made with director Luc 
Besson throughout the '80s and ’90s, that propeBed 
him to worldwide lame. And with Besson attached 
to his latest film os producer, the Cwo seem destined 
CO forever be mentioned in the same breath- While 
he s unlikdy to break into Besson's bedroom during 
the ni^l holding a Bereiia, Reno can’t resist idung 
a parting shot at his old confrere. 

'’The other day I saw a drawing of a pomu scene 
being shot," he smirks. “There was a girl on a bed, 
a guy with the camera, a director and an actor with 
a penis like a donkey. ITie director was saying to the 
actor, ‘Don’t forget that 1 made you what are.' 

Thal^ my life in 1 5 minutes. It’s exactly the reality. 

The director made him but he had foe penis. Is it 

Scorsese who made Robert De Niro, or Is it Robert 
De Niro who gave his talent to raise the movie to 

such a high level for Scorsese? \irila'. It is a good 

Rethaps Faulkner was right, the past is never 
dead. Norisiieven past. 

Gheck out the Aill transcript online in the week of 
the film's release. 










lie opening five r 


I of Richard Berry’s 


has suited or if the ads are still rolling. 
Soli (nano chords swell in the backpnund os 
a middle-aged man and his cherubic son hid farewell 
(0 an elderly lady, trading beaming smiles and loving 
hugs as they go. Driving along the picturesque Cote 
d’Azur, ihc father sings along to Puccini while the 
son playfully kisses his cheek. It’s the sort of sickly 
sweet scene you might find In an advert Ibr cod 
liver oil ca[riets, or a French retirement home. Undl 
a carload ofhooded gan^ters tbllnw them into a car 


Oir donng father, it 


is Charly Mane? 


dean Roio), a former gangland boss ^o gave up 
his share of ibe business to spend a quiet redremem 
tvith hk wife and children. But his former partnv 
TofQr Zacchia (Kad Meiad) wants him out of the way 
permanently, and oiden the hit. Somehow Mane? 
survives and, ignoring his family's wishes, sets about 
taking revenge on ihoK who betrayed him. 

'Pie film proceeds in much the same vein as it 
begins, swinging back and forth between scenes of 


grisly ullia-violence and sentimental domestiesy. 
Mate! is banging a hoodlum’s head in a car door 
one minute, then playing happy families and mating 
leaty-eyed speeches about morality the next. 
‘Gangsien are human too' seems to be the message. 

The script is loosely based on an incident involving 
rcaMife Marseilles mobster 'Mad Jacky' imben. 
who was shot in a car park in Chassis in 1977. But 
rather than delving into Imbertls no doubt colourful 
past, Berry and co-writers Maihieu Oclapone and 
Alexandre de La Potellim are content to use the 
event as the launch pad for a formulaic dirtier. 

Roto brings his trademark intensi^ to the 
role, tthether stoically gunning down bad gtm or 
sharing his furure plans with a stray cat in a rare 
comic interlude. But he’s hardly stretching himself. 
Utewise Mariita Pols impresses as a dedicated bit 
disenchanted police ofticer, but lite Reno she is 
tigbikig a losing battle against the cliches. 

Berry does his best with a scries of taneiic acbon 
sequences that recall the work of producer Luc 
Beson. Making liberal use of crane shots, Disi pans 
and dioppy edits, his restless camera darts its way 


ihrou^ a series of car chases, gunhghis and close- 
quarter brawls. 

It may be slick but the film lacks the spark 
of invention needed to raise it above the mundane, 
The bar for French gangster (Hciutes has been 
set high of late with Jean-Francois Richel's 
ambitious Mdsrine cwo-porcvr and Jacques 
Audiaid’s superlative A Profhei. Alongside works 
such as these, 22 Bidkis feels tired, uninspired and 
dated. Jason Goodyer 



In Retrospect. A gen< 




My Son, My 
Son, What 
Have Ye Done 


Directed by Werner Hereog 
Starring Michael Shannon, 
Grace Zabriahie, IVi//eni Dafoe 
Released September 10 



I t^ typca) - trail ages fora lioiontilm than 

Meocig anH ibai two turn up ai once. Rut after the 
unbridled nsaiiiy d Bad Lianaumi, ilcfioghoi toned 
douTi the melodiana to present us with a tale that has 
a pcsitiwly unset ting and occpy air. 

Based on a inie story, Afv Son begins with the 
dtscuvery of the elderly Mrs MeC^uUum ((iracc 
ZabrUkie), who has been subbed to death with 
a swnrd. Detective Hank Havenhuist (Willem Dafoe, 

her actor son Brad (Michael Shannon) is responsible 
and has barricaded hiinsdl' in a house across the 
screen As a potential hosuge situadon develops, 
Havenhurst anempts to pece together the events 
that led up to the crime with the aid of Brad’s 
ftancM, Ingrid (Qtloe Sevigny), and his theatrical 
director- He soon discovers a man slowdy driven mad 
by a seemingly incomprehensible wodd. 


Herzog once again returns to the themes that have 
driven him throughout his career obsession and 
madness. And, as usual, the director is less interested 
in detding with the underlying causes of insanity artd 
more wiUt how it manilesu itself, lie's well served 
by Michael Shannen,whogi»:s apowertul and intense 
polbrmaice in the lead role. With more than a him 
of Klaus Kinski, his brotxiing presence and quiet 
menace continually demand attentioa He's ably 
matdied by (trace Zabriskie, who plays the brittle yet 
donuneering matriarch with on icy calm. 

Hsc'produced by David Lynch, Afv San 
is creunnlv redolent of some d his work ^tartiatlaih' 
in a scene woh a dwarf that mi^t as weQ have 'David 
Woz 'Ere' graffiiied all owr it): this is Americana 
as nightmare. While the nature of m^ness may not 
he understood, it seems an apireqionseio a world that 
is presented as staid, garish and contradicinry.Yet, (or all 


its understated dread,HerzQg still brii^ ei moments of 
humour that balance the intensiqr on show elsewhere. 

This is familiar territory for Herzog, delivered 
with the kind of wit and intelligence that make for 
a compelling crime drama and intriguing character 
study. Laurence Boyce 


Anticipation. What? He's 
done another one? Does 

3 

Enjoyment Unsettling 

k 

In Retrospect. Will stay 
with you for a good while- 




C ivil VChr hero Jonah Hex (josh Bmlin) refuses to 
sling guns for the wiongaide,a choice that leads 
to the death of his best Iriend. Ieb'llirnbull. Quentin 
Tbmbull {^hn Malkovich) holds Hex responsible 
for hk son's desh, exacting revenge by bumir^ 
Hex’s young famiy alive before searing the'lurnbull 
branding Iron into Hex's cheek. 

Hex cuts the memory from his face, leaving 

through death's door .vnd been saved by a tribe of 
Native Americans, Hex is able to extract information 
from the freahlv killed before their souls ascend. 
T'he natires’ strength also lives on in Hex as a murder 
of crows, which gives him the power to inilia pain 
on viUainy, wherever it resides. 

While Tiimbull’s army gathers futuristic 
munitions and (4ans to destmy the American way 
of life during Oemennial celebrations, the US Army 


cnbsu Hex's help to take down his nemesis. 

Directed by Jimmy Hayward, whose only other 
directing gig came from Dr Seuss' Hiruiii Heart 
ott'h}.', it's catosirophicaDy clear that directing Jonah 
Hill does not a Jonah Hex director make. What 
Hayward forgot in his tnmsilion from Pixar animBtor 
is ibe company’s famed dedication to story. 

Glimpses of Megan Ecst's deavage and thighs 
may attempt to redeem a lack ofnarradw c[ari^,but 
Hayward has pinned coo much hope on this dubious 
gamlrit. Hex's relationship with Pox's booker-witb- 
a-hean hasn't been built to any level In which an 
audience can invest, and supporting characters 
portrayed in passing by name actors seem so out of 
place that insicad of adding class to the production, 
they only cause confusion. 

At fust a blade over 70 minutes, at least the pain is 
over quiddy. By reducing ihc rating category of the film 


Jonah Hex 

Directed by Jimmy Hayward 
Starring Jos/i Brolin, 

John Malkovich, Megan Fox 
Released September 3 


and aaempiing to ap|veal to everyone, the production 
succcssluOy appeals to nobody. What mokes matters 
more insulting is that the camera cuu away any time 
we apjnoach the type of gore that could have made the 
titan a game-changer. Pans will ted deprived, longing 
fw wfia% been excised. ElUot V Kolck 


Anticipation. Solid comic- 
book foundation but poor 
word-of-mouth. 

3 

Enjoyment A disaster 
from Stan to finish. 

1 

In Retrospect. At least 

2 




Tamara Drewe 

Directed by Stephen Freare 

Scarring Gemma A rtertan , Luke Evans, Oominic Cooper 
Released ^epCenibcr !0 


I violence in Stephen Frears' 'lamara Drvux. 

Based on the comic scrip by Guardian cartoonist 

misadwnnires of London journalist Tamara Drewe 
(Gemma Arterton), who is forced to return to 
the country village of her toots after the death of 
her parents. Her arrival in this insular community 
straddling a fence in daringly low cut denim 
shorts - sets tongues wagging and hearts fluttering, 
as'l'amara reconnects with old flame Andy (Luke 
Evans) and lecherous local novelist Nicholas 
Hacdimenl (Roger Allam). 

What could haw been a strai^lforward tale of 
a past revisted and lost love regained swells graduallv 
but ineatorably into something both grander and more 
tragic. An assignation wuth a mascara-daubed rock 
star and the jealous attention of two bored teoiagers 
catapults the narrative into uncertain territory, 
segueing bom the gentle vibe of Ealing comedy irao 
the darker realm of l^kinpah^ Smui Dogi. 

Stripping away the dazzling veneer of sun- 
dappled privilege, Htcars reveals awnrid nfbcirayal, 
desperation, bitterness and regret. Whether it's 
Hardiment's emotionally abusive behaviour towards 


his cuckolded wife; Andy's soulless relaticmship 
with an itinerant barmaid; or an unexpectedly 
graphic flnale, Tamara DretM ruthlessly interrogates 
the middle-class mores of Litde England, and finds 

But there is a persistent problem with the 
material, and that is the character ofTomara heraelf. 
This supposedly high-flying career woman spends 
the entire film flip-flopping Irom one man to the 
next, desperately seeking validsdon through sex. 
Her idea of independence is simply to drop one 
unsuitable lover for another - not once does she 
appear happy or secure in her own skin. Indeed, her 
pas^ort into London's media elite has nothing to do 
with any great talent tor journalism, but rather a nose 
job that translbrmed an awkward country girl mto 
a sexuallv desirahle, and therefore sodalty acceptable, 

odious behaviour of the male characters, but then 
why commit the narrative own goal of focusing on 
a passive cipher for nearly two hours? And 
besides, it^ not just her. Hardiment's wife Beth 
riamsin Greig) finds her tragic sinicism pointedly 
undermined by Andy's declaration that the poor 
woman ‘needs a man'. 


'Ihere's certainly nothing wroi^ with the 
performances. GemmaArterton marks time between 
blockbusters by doing some real acting, bringing 
on assured vitality to our amtnguous hertnne. 
Luke Evans is all brooding muscularity, while Rc^r 
Allam steals the shew as the diabolical Haidimoit. 

It’s just that it's difficult to reconcile the 
film^ fluciuaung tones. Ac its best, lamara Dreux 
encapsulates a sense nf deaderting small-iravn 
anomie. The question is hnw serinusly we arc meant, 
or able, to take It. Man Boebenski 


Anticipation. Stephen Frears' 
eclectic career brings him to 
the English countryside. 


Enjoyment. Bright and vital 
the next. What's going on here? 


In Retrospect. Throws up 
more troubling questions 
than perhaps the filmmaker 


3 


3 


2 



Jennifer 

Lawrence 

Devil Inside 


5 Ree DoUy in Winter's 











® elical£ and disturbing, WirKer's Borie focuses 
on a familv gnarled from generndons of self- 
sufficiency in Missouri's Ozark mountains. 
Addicted to crystal meth, their makeshift labs 
scar a woodland captured in leaf-crisp detail 
by cinematographer Michael McDonnugh. 
A revealing opener shows ihe drug’s heinous eSecis 
on the community, as two paienilcss kids play on 
reclaimed tiampolines. 'this is a world of broken 
toys and dirty ra^. 

'file eSecis of the drug force 1 7-yeat^oid Kee 
Doily Oennifo- Lawrence) to leave school; she's 


nxither and two siblings Her dad has been amested 
- cat^ht CDoldng crystal - and skipped bad. Aloise 


and penniless, Ree tries to join the army, only to be 
aimed down. She wanted to bring her siblings along 
but she can't leave diem, not even for die promise 
of Ihe army’s $40,000, 

Lawrence stoicaly carries the weight of this career- 
defining rule. Widi a face ihai flips between teen 
defiance aid lendcT youth, she owns every scene she's 
in - and that's every one. Supporting her, John Hawkes 
oceis as Kcc’s crazed, drug-addicted uncle 'liardrup. 


\Chen a cop warns Ree (hoc her faiber is nnssing 
and close to forfeilinghis bond (the famiiyhome), she 
has no dioice but to unearth him. Bravely ignoring 
violent threats to steer clear of the family business, 
Ree sets off to interrogate her fearsome relatives 
about his whereabouts. She will find her dad, she 
tells them, dead or alive. Cue menace. Cue inuiguc. 
Cue the deadly ’Ihump Milton (Ronnie Mall) and 
a gruesome bonc-sawIng scene that will haunt your 
memory forever. 

"Ain't you got no man who could do this for 

line, fiir despite the brutality shown to Ree by ha kin, 
director Debra Gianik maintains that a semblance (ff 
local manners - Baptist-bred and patriarchal - clii% 
to the badewoods of W'inur’s Bims. 

Grartik's ntianced attention to detail morphs rhic 
sim|rie whodunnit into a dark and brooding drama. 
She leB local language and scenay run Hot, spinning 
an old-fashioned quest into something more.VC^ get 
close-ups of woodland, a maitcr-of-fict look at the 
insides of a fi-cshly shot squirrel (dinner for Kce 
and the kids), and a peek inside an insular party of 
wrinkled Ozaiks crooning bittosweei folksongs. 


Kou^ violence is tempered!^ defiant humanism. 
In an early scene that highiiglus their poverty, 
Ree reprimands her liede brother for covedng their 
nei^ibour’s hearty meal. 'T^ewt ask for what ought 
to be given," she instructs. Sure enough, that night 
they receive a free dinner. 

Bui everything else is ingilicii ihrcal, and die film 
creaks wiih menace. It's unmissable. Georgle Hobbs 


Anticipation. This Southern 
Gothic yarn wowed at Sundance, 
Berlin and Edinburgh. 


Enjoyment. Like Fred Wiseman 


In Retrospect. Think a film 
like Trash Hampers often 
insight into a crappy life in 
the poor South? W'inier’s Bo. 
will make you see the light. 



Dinner for 
Schmucks 

Directed b> Jay Koach 
Sisrring Paul Ktidd, Steve 
Caretl, Stephanie Seosiak 
Released September 3 



A loose adapDlion of the 1999 French film The 
DinnerCame, Oinner/or Schmucks is an awkward 
comedy of errors with a sense of humour that's as 
subtle as rouge on a polar hear. 

Paul Rudd assumes a familiar guise as Tim, 
a go-getting execunve who has his eyes firmly set on 
snatching a newly opened promotion. To get to the 
top, Tun has to negotiate a make-o>hreak business 
deal, but first be’s got to find aschmude. Enter Barry 
(Steve CareD). A socially inept taxidermist, Barry’s 
sure of bean but slow of mind, malting him the 
pedect guest at a dinner pany hosted by'ilm% boss, 
where whoever brings along the biggest weirdo gets 
his loot in the door to being top dog. 

I'o his credit, Carell gels idiot savant so ^ni on 
you'll be hard pushed not to find some compassion 


for him. He’salsosoannoyingyou’llbe (werwbelmed 
by the sudden urge to scratch out your eyes with ricin- 
lippcd looUipicks each time his twatish grin flashes 
up nn the screen. Rudd doesn't fair much hciicr. Mis 
ability to ground a bromonec may have made him 
a star, but his shiick has rapidly lost its appeal. 

And so weVe Id to sufl'er, right up unti the 

around. Ilfs hoe a massive overset surlaces: for at 
the same lime we're encouraged to fiown upon these 
corporate sleseba^ fer taking pkasure in rif^rmg 
thev iiasfit guests, invited to do the exaa same 
chii^Wl^n did the peculiarities and debilicles of others 
become acceptdle Hollywood punch-line materiai? 

'I'im’s moral U-rum might try to counteract the 
Aim's nKsnhcariedness, but by the time his feeUe 


atonement is delivered, the damage hi 
done. Adam Wvodword 

IS already been 

/lnf<ciy><ifion. Roach went 
from Potvers to Meet 

the Pockersi Rudd went from ^ 

Anchorman sol Love You. ^ 

Man. Could go either way. 

Enjoyment. Dinner for Sehl 
is a banquet for morons. 

■“*' 1 

In Retrospect. Bromance is 
boring. 

1 


Cherry 
Tree Lane 

Directed by Paul Andrew Williams 
Starring Rachael Blake, Tom 
Butcher, Ashley Chin 
Released September 3 


A camera's slow track towards the fiont door of a 
leafy suburban home is both the first and last 
exarinr to be seen in the agonisingly claustrophobic 
f.'ArrTy'/iufaiw. Inside, an untended pot boils over - an 
apimeiaphtr foral the seething lensions that are about 
CD spill out In this seemiii^y cosy domestic space. 

'I'he cracls are already sheaving as forty-something 
OuistiiK (Radial Blake) and Mike fl'om Butcher) 

before uninvited teat guests Rian (lumayn Huiu^), 
Asad (Ashley Cliin) andTeddy (Sonny Muslim) burst 
into the house, l^laHv overpower the pair and force 

home of their young son Sebastian, against whom 
Rian harbours a vidous gtuc^. 

It is clear ri^i fmm their violent entrance that 
these hoys mean business, but that does not prevent 
them whiing away the time with entertaining 
diveraons: 'IV (Night cj the Living Dead is on. 





naturally), Ibod, drinks, dope, When more of their 
friends arrive, there's almost a party atmosphere 
except for ihc weapons, the prerenee of a bound- 
ond-bruised Mike on the living room floor, and 
the chilling absence of (liristine, earlier dragged 
screaming to an adjoining room by Rian. And then, 
for the last time, the doorbell rings again . . . 

“You’ve gulla have some sort of line," says Asad 
but Thee Lane is determined to cross it, brin^g 

colliaon, and utterly unsettling the hourgenis Doims 
of a sodety that prders to keep its problems on the 
other side of the door, 

‘Confrctiting’ barely does justice to a home 
invasian film that earns its comparisons to y^Cfoctounl’ 
Orange, The Last Howe on the Lgfi, Funny Games, The 
Great Eatasy of Robert Carmichael and Eden Lake. 
With most of the actual violence taking place beyond 
■he camera's 35ram frame, the film remains as tensely 


restrained as Chrbiine and Mike. 'I'he final image 
is one ef haunting irresolution, conjuring our own 
daikesi fedings and frustrations to finish off a story 
that cat never really end. Anton Bilel 


Anticipation. From the writer/ 
director of London to Brighton 


Enjoyment, is it possible to 



In Retrospect. It is confronting. 






D ncKd by the relative^ unknown Spaniard Rndiigo 
Can^Bw-Kdis so high concept ii^ likely lo induce 
veniga Kyvi Reynolds plays I’aul.ainickdriwrinlraq 
whose convoy has been aiiacked by ImurgKnis. Waking 
in (be daik lo the sound of his own bteathir^ Paul 
realra be is irq}pcd in a col'hn wUh liale mote than 
a mefeile phone and cigaietic lighter for compary. 

And here the film will remoint documentii^ 
Paul's increasm^y frantic appeals for help os 
America's faceless and dispassionate hostage rescue 
apparatus hacks into gear with agonising lassitude. 

It is a conceit that works hrQUandy on paper - 
dramatic, poignant and inexpensive. And vet Cones 
tails lo realise the idea's potential from the off. 
Shooimg from a variety of clever-clever angles as if 
overeager topiovehis chops, he breaks the illusion of 


confinement, and with it the claustrophobic tension 
the drama so desperately requires. 

With very Uitlc in the way of traditional action, 
the emphasis falls on Chris Sparling's screcni^ay 
to dekver a tigontus psychological drama. But 
in a script that needs to be rigidly plausible, there 
are too many little details awry. Whether hanging 
upon the police or alienating his ex-wife's sister when 
he needs her help, Sparling repeatedly has Paul act 
in a that simply doesn't ring true to the moment. 
Worse, he employs a variety of cheap tricks lo pep up 

on ci^, to the unlikely appearance of a snake. 

At least Reynolds is engaging, bringing an 
impressive physicoli^ to the role despite his 
confinement. How you leel about the ending (which 


really can 'the discussed without spoiling) will depend 
endrely on whether his breezy charm wins you over 
detgtite the film's manliest flaws. Man Bochctiski 


Anticipation. Can you watch 

Ryan Reynolds for 90 minutes? ^ 

We'll say yes. 


Enjoyment. Too contrived to 
deliver on an intriguing premise. 


In Retrospect. The feeling of 
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TheDirectorspecrive: Hitchcock's Silents Cine Cuba DoeSpot 

Vincente Minnelli Alfred HHdicodt'slandmaric Celebrate Cuba on filinvvilti the Autumn highlights include The 


WinneroftheBestDiredor alentfilms Sfaefomf/,^ 

Academy A(M]rd(1958), Vincente Thelo^erand7heii«g- 
Mmneli took musieds to a new with live music accompaniment by 
level wah exquisite performances Symphony Orchestra, 

from JodyGarkind, Gene Nei> Brand ond Harmonie. 

Keiiy, Frank Sinatra, Fred 
Astaire and Kirk Douglas, 


Spedal Preview of ChfCD&R/to, ArHstandthe Poet— Leonard 
Javier Moriscal and Fernando Baskin & Ted Hughes in 
Trueba's animated love story, and Conversation, Sam Menctes- 
Ihe UK Premiere of Fernando produced doc on the Afghan 

Perez' Marti, the Eye of the cricket team. Out of the Ashes 

Canary, focusing on the early and more. In colloborcSion with 

yeors of fomed revolutionary, the London Internotionol 

JoseMorfi, Documentary Festival. 





LONDON Kirdtoiaiva jbxij wClrtf 


Book now 0844 848 8440 
barbican.org.uk/film 
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.Mr. Nice (2010) 
Greenberg (2010) 
The Boat Thai Backed (2009) 
Elisabeth! The Golden Age (2007) 
Garfield 2 (2006) 
Enduring Love (2004) 
The 51st State (2001) 
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Netting Hill (1999) 
Twin Town (1997) 










n ils amplest formj die biopic is a nifty tittle 
plaifonn to explore die story of a strange or 
woiKleriulli&. But it is often at its moa ‘truthful' 
vthenhisiDTy is approximated, or at least subordinated 
to ia sullen’s qiirit. Here, cinema becomes not just 
a mirror, but a teleidoscope. 

Air. Nitx, Bernard Rote's biopic of infanious 
VKilsh dope smuggler Howard Marks, is strongest 
in ils moments of psychedelic cinematic dissent. 
When Rose pastes Marks into a green screen 
with original 70s backdrops, the effect is a self- 
conscious and nostalgic pasliche. It's in these 
moments of lofted context - walking through 
a liberated London or smuggling drugs in a boat 
from Ireland - that both Marks’ story and ibe 
broader tale of the post-war Zeitgeist can be told. 
In their absence, the film dedaces. 

At limea it feels as if Afr. Nkb is strugglic^ with 
the same lack of ideodty as its protagonist, who 
adopted 43 aliases in his career as one of the world’s 
biggest dope dealers. Early cinematography veers 
towards the kind of haphazard mise-en-scene that 
works so well in 'drug dims' like Werner Herzog's 
Had Lieuicnani. Laier on. Rose evokes a more 
traditional heist aesthetic before finally lapsing 


into courtroom finger-wagging.These styles never 
really coalesce, and nor do they come to fruition 
on their own. 

As Marks, go-to Welsh actor Rhn Ifans 
never has the chance to develc^i a chemistry with 
Luis Tosar’s DEA agent Lovato, who hunts him 
obsessively across the globe. Marks needs to be 
chased by Lovato to feed his seductive sense 
of rebellion, risking and losing his family in the 
process. But Rose doesn't draw out that dynamic, 
preferring instead to focus on comic vignettes 
orMarks' continent-hopping adventures. 

fasemaing considering the extent of \laiks' drug 
dealing connections, which came to include the lites 
of dielRA.the CIA, the Mafia and the British Secret 
Service.The dim also explores some of the difficult 
realities of beii% an outlaw, not least Us cffecu on 
family life and Marks' lelatinnship with wife Judy, 
plated by a wobbly accented Chloe Sevigm'. 

Marls' views on legalisation are all too apparent, 
though his lelaunnship with IRA-aTdliaied lerrorisi 
Jim McCann played with frighrening and often 
comical candour by David 'Hiewlis - introduces 
a disquiaing note. McCann’s erratic exploits save 


perspective of the drug world, and it’s a better dliri 
forlhewlis’ performance. 

Mr. Niu isn't a bad bit rmegade cellulmd but 
it does leave you wishing it had the guls to be more 
radical in its opinions like the dissidem at its cote, 
As it is, ii^ a btee^, freewheeliiv biopc that doesn’t 
really gel under ihe skin of the issues at the heart 
of ihe naiTBliw. Shelley Jones 



Enjoyment. Great performances 




The Hole 

Uirccced by Joe Dante 
Starring Chris Massoglia, 

Haley Bennett, Nathan Gamble 
Released September 22 


C all it a fad al you naoi; 3D k here to stay. And 
that's no bad thing if fUmmakers with a desire 
to dabble h additional dimensions take their cue 
hum Joe Dame. With his Gnmliie and Jimenpaa 
heyday lor behind ban, Dante might not seem like on 
obvious 3D pacesetter, but 'Jhe Hole is exactly what 
the game has been crying out for. 

'fho'e's a simple reason why The Hole is head 

firmly in the 'SOs. It's not quite Time Bcmdiis or The 
Gootsee, Imi audiences of a certain vintage will no 
doubt SBmur the similarities. 

'Ihe pbi sees a single mother fieri Polo) and 
her two sons lelocae from New 3S)rk to the sleepy 
"burb of Bensonville. While her eldest, Dane (Chris 
Massoglia), would sooner mope about, he humours 



his younger brother Lucas' (Nathan Gamble) sense 
of adventure and the pair set about eiqtloring the 
new family abode. Which is preay dull, saw for a 
mysterious bsnened-down trap door in the middle 
of the basemenL After roping in their neighbour Julie 
(Holey Benneu), to whom Dane has unsurprisingly 
tnken a shine, the brothers uncover an omtnous 
pit and tbe invatigation into itsgmess begins. 

What works so wdl about Dante's kbdie horrer is 

vanquish the evil they have inadvertmdy unleashed. 

iflheie'sasli^tdionfall with this pin dewlopmaii, 
it's iha we are never quite as afteaed by these ghouls 
and demons as our protagonisu. Still, the domestic 
abuse subplot that steets the film towards a dramatic 


finale makes up for any borrowed nightmares arvd 
prediciahle thrills that precede it Adomnbodward 


Anticipation. Dante's near- 
invisibility in recent years 
makes The Hole hard to get 
excited about. 

2 

Enjoyment. An excellent 


family adventure with its hea 


in the '80s and its head very 


much in the here and now. 


In Retrospect. The perfect 
remedy for 3D fatigue. 

3 



Wall Street: 
Money Never 
Sleeps 

Directed by Oliver Slone 
Starring Michael Douglas, 

Shia LaBeouf, Carey Mulligan 
Released October 8 


G rabbing his shiny gold Rolex and massive mobile 
phone, deposed capitalist titan Gordon Gekko 
(Michael Dou^os) steps out of prison 23 years after 
Oliver Stoned 'SOs original to learn one of lift's key 
tessons: the more things diange, the more they slay 
the same. 

VC^'ie back on the brink of the 2008 financial 
apocalypse, as mini-Geldto Shia I,aBeouf (watchable, 
keen, but newr that interesting) attempts to marry 
the fog man’s estranged daughter Corey Mulligan 
(irriiaiing boy's haircut, good at crying), while 
becoming Gckko's protege in a bid to uke revenge 
over ruthless big business rival Josh Brolin (elToriless 
suave as a modem money-making bastard). 

Ibere's pJenty of script to chew through here, 
but Slone breezes it, playfully dimwit^ in ^lii- 
screens, iris fades and other cine- trickery.'lhe director 
and his screenwriteis Allan Loeb and Stephen Schiff 
throw out shovelfuls of financial jargon (shorting, 
sub-prones, hedging), but the movie moves so 
smoolhJy you never need to ponder the details. 

Despite mystifyingly going A'CTOL for loi« 
stretches of the film, Michael Douglas is a tnie 
guiliy [Measure as Gekko. 'Ihis talky melodrama 
is most alive when he^ on soeen, doubIc-hluBing 
our expectations with a new moral ambiguity while 
eating up the film's losUcsi zingers. 'I'hai gieat new 
monin? "A fisherman always sees another fisherman 
from afar..." 


But if the gieedy moral void of the noughiies 
makes tlie '80s look like Disneyland, Slone's first 

of today’s worid. Has Stone gone soft? His Bush- 
burning bbpic HCaJso packed more affection than 
anger, and once again, WbS Siree; falls in Icwe with 
the shiny surfaces of capitalism that it's stgrposed to 
critique - cinematograpber Rodrigo fVieio o^es the 
suits and sl^cmpeis with luxurious tracking shots 
iha drift like cigar smoke. 

Afier we spot a picture of Kirk Douglas on the 
wall while Gekko is gening a suit fined, up pops 
Charlie Sheen bel'oie Stone hands hinasclf a cameo. 
Three of them, in fact. Cleariy, he's having fun 
here. And so are we. No surprises: greed is still 
good. Jonathan Crocker 


Anticipation. Stone 

's first 

sequel and one of c 
great villains. 


Enjoyment. A Unie 

toothless, ^ 

but hugely entertaii 

ning. W 

In Retrospect. Sion 
fury for fun. But it 

3 

another Fidel Castr 





The Switch 

Direcied by Josh Gordon. 

Will Speck 

Slurring Jennifer An is ton, 
Patrick Wilson. Jason £la(ema;i 
Released September I 


■ I hijacked Kassie's pregnancy!" No, irt noi 
I a line from super-soap Beach - il’s Jascn 
Bateman in 'IheStciuh. Realising that, in a gooey case 
of misiaken sperm identity, he drunkenly donated his 
own swimmers to nonv-the-wiscr best hud Jennifer 
Anision, he’s now the only one who Imows that bo 
sevoi-year-old Ud is actually his. 

Kiuxktd Up meets 'the Hangover, then? 
(^nsideiing 'Die Stcireh's premise, you'd be forgivai 
for thbiidng sa Surprisingly, thou^, this film foom 
the direclors of j&atiis of Glory is rather more Kramer 
ts. Kmmer. Somewhat poetically, The StuiKh's story ttf 

film that dosn't need a woman. 

Which acmtally says more about Allan Loeb's 
script than it does about rom-com queen Jennifer 
Anisim, who here finds a hoot-a-plenty sparring 



partner in Jasm Bateman. It's just that their no-maitce 
is so obviously geared rewards a happSy ever tfier 
that we turn to Bateman's relationships widi father- 
figure boss Jed'fioldblum and cude-pie son'I'homas 
Robinson for something fieih to grab hold of. 

'Ilte latter, a hypochondriac with eyes ike buttons, 
near steals the movie fo'm under Bateman's nose. 
Asoiding child acutr pitlalls, Robinson's growing 
bend with Bateman will dissolve even the most ice- 
encrusted of hearts, even os Goldblum - playing 
hsnseU' again, naturally - tumbles and bumbles and 
gels the biggest laughs of the lot. 

Still, The Switch remains merdy passdtie at best, 
and tfase's nothing here that we’ve not seen before, 
induding Juliette Lewis persistently scratching about 
for a decent part (she was similarh undemsed earlier 
this year in Whip U). So AnUion's latest is CKiiher 


rom-com, bromance nor dramedy. Indeed, despite 
some occosionally arresting visual designs, it cfien 
feds like an episode of the afoivmemioned soap 
merely gifted an A-lisi cast. Josh Winnuig 


Anticipation. Could be renamed 
The Sperminator. Sounds daft. 


Enjoyment. Napkin-sized plot. 


2 

3 




A Town 
Called Panic 

Directed by Slephane Aubier, 
I'incenr Paiar 
Scarring Stipkanc Aubier, 
Jeanne Balibar, Nicolas Buysss 
Released October 8 


I n this of age of (Xrl post-production, animation 
has become synonymous with the smoothed-out 
lucidity of Pixar and the bizartely heautifiil scrawling 
of Hayao Miyazaki. vf Town CaSed Pitiic is a deparTuie 

and Vincent Patar have never been alraid to colour 
outside the lines, and with sticl^'-tape and glue they 
hate crafted a film (hat nods in the direction of Pingu 
and Aiirph but belongs defiantly to itself- 

Autfier and Paiar's first feature is arihouse 
animation, a micro-budget Toy Susy bom of 
European eccentricity. Panic, the eponymous town, 
has a purposcftrl crudeness, with cut-out cardboard 
trees and plastic figurine heroes in Hursc, Cowboy 
and Indian. 

When a birthday gift of an equine-friendh- 
barbeque goes horribly wrong for the trio, it sparle 

these mfedious characters Irom their rural French 
setdng ihiou^ a wonderland of elemental places, 

capped tundra stalked by a giant, robotic pmguin, 
and onto an underwater labyrinth of malevolmt sea 
creaniTcs. Suffice to say, it doesn't for a second fozc 
our pmugonists. 

Like a lot of top-drawer animation, A Tuan 
Called Panic is like 'I'efion for critics. It is what 
it is and not much more; a heady and utterly 
unapologeiic rolle>coBster ride into a hyper-vivid. 


hyperactive world created from cheap children’s 
toys. As it charges from location to location. 

While the deft social allegory and understated 
tenderness so often provided by Pucai and Studio 
Ghibli is lacking, there is a cangtbilicy, a weird sense 
of reality, that permeates through to the uniquely 
persona] experience of early childhood - the 
sprawling narratives and inchoate personalilies that 
ate attached to liberally to animate and inanimate 
figures alike. Spielberg has forged a career by 
largeiing exactly these emotions, and by creating 
a film of subtle and protean delights, Aubier and 
Paiar have joined him. Tom Seymour 


Anticipation. The first 



to be included in Cannes 

Im 

4 

official selection. 



Enjoyment. Wide-eyed, 
broad smile. 



In Retrospect. Like all 

shelf life. 
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Made in Dagenham 

Oirecced by Nigel Cole 

Starring Sally Hauikins, Hosaniund Pike, Bob Hoekine 
Keleased October I 


A -, a retelling of a landmark epiacxie in tbe 
Women’i Lib movement of the late 1960s, 
Aladi in Dagenham feels unmistakably 
familiar. And yet somehow it's hard to put 
the remarkaNe true story behind the film into 
perspective, l.ike some dirty little secret, the fact 
that women were once treated with grots inequality 
and patent discrimination in the workplace hat been 
buried deep in the puMic subcnmcinus. 

If the 1968 Dagenham women's strike was a 
momentous leap forward for modern Britain, the real 
success of Nigel Cole's empowering dramausation 
b how folly it captures cinema’s ability to breathe 
new lile Into catalytic social events. Hxquisitely so. 

Bschewing the vitriohc bitterness that has long 
been a hallmark of British kitchen-sink drama, 
Dagen/kim isn't about looking back in anger. While 
the likes of Sanerdav Nigh and Sundov Ahiming 
and Room at the Top are among the more obvious 
reference points. Cole hasn't orchestrated a history 
lesson but a victory parade. 

Leading the march is Sally Hawkins, who proves 
her salt as the film’s dogged heroine, Rita O'Orady. 
Hor Rita and her Easi London neighbours, making 
bread means clocking in at the ncaiby Ford motor 


arsd the women stitch seat covers on the workshop 
floor. It's here Rita inadvertendy elects herself to 
front the female workers walkout that erupts over 
an equal pay dispuie. Serving the women's plight 
b Albert {Bob Hoskins), a twinkle-eyed union rep 
with a heart of gold who helps take the fight from 
the factory gates to the maibic steps ofWhiichall. 

Hawkins takes Rita's meiamorphosb from 
tuppence-earning mum of two to chop-busting 
crusader in her stride, exuding the infectious, 
carefree charm that's made her such hot property 
since her breakthrough in 2008'5 Happy-Go- 


Ford bosses are lefl with no choice but to halt 
production, leaving hordes of male workers out 
of a job and otherwise obsolete, including Rita’s 
husband E ddie (Daniel Mays). Dagenham then 
takes leave from a rose-tinted reconstruction of 
winging Britain, changing tack to focus on the 
fractious relationship of its lead couple. Cole's 
credentials may well position Daipinham in tbe 
'feel-good' band of British cinema, but scarring 




Deparung from the immediate concerns of the 

traumas of shell shock and economic depressiem 
is a hold move, but Cole shades hb characters 
with delicate brushstrokes, adding substance 
while never losing sight of the greater cause. 
Dagenham is as gratifying a piece of people's 
cinema as The Full Monty, with bigger balls and 
heart to spare. Adam Woodward 


Anticipation. ‘The next Full 
Monty' tag is a heavy burden 


Enjoyment. Hirst-rate British 
dramedy with an uplifting spirit 


In Retrospect, will stick in 
hearts and minds long after 
the smiles have faded. 
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Cherrie 

Currie 

Neon A nge 

Interview by Mall Bochenaki 


I f London and New York were the twin poles 

LA? In ihe eaiiy TOs, it was good to be glam 
on the West Coast - Bowie was the idolt and 
hucksters in make-up cruised the clubs looking fbr 
the neat big thing. But that wasn't the whole story. 
Southern Cafifomia still echoed to the pet sounds 
of Che Beach Boys, and sutler chicks enjoyed the 
hazy days orsummcr. 

Chcirie Cuiric was IS-ycan-old in 1975, just 
another C^akfomia girl from a dysfunctional tiunily 
living with her alcoholic fadto' and twin sister, 'litis 
was the year her life changed dramatically - not just 
when she betame part of the LA rock scene as the lend 

nnger of'I'be Runaw^, but before that, one ni^t, 

when Cheme was raped by hersistff^ boyfriend. 

“It completdy turned me around from a 
southern California girl to just filled with hale that 
this man came into my life and took rr^ virguiiry," 
she remembers. It was that rage that propelled Currie 

into the arms of Kim Fowley, an extrovert manager 

and promoter who hit pay dirt when he paired her 

with guiurisi Joan Jett in an all girl rock band that 

stormed the spiule-flccked stages of l.A's all-male 

punk scene. 

'file Runaways burned herce, bright and fast. 

In four years they toured die US twice and visited 

both Europe and Japan. Hiey cuthse original albums 

before the usual rock narrative caught up with them 

- the sex and dni^ part of the rock'n'roll roadshow. 

Curb's dn^ abuse was the catalyst tor the band's 

painfiil break-up 

But 'fhe Runaways left their mark, ‘“'i'he 
Runaways were a bunch of teenage girls up there 

just trying to get a point across, and trying to do it 

in a very short amount of time,'' she says. "W: had 


I 


with everylhing that was going drxvn with the dni^ 

Currie documented everything that was going 
down in an autohiography, NeoiiAngel, firsc published 
in 1989. Almost two decades later, the book was 
being sho|^d around when it caught the artenoon 
of producer Art Liiaon, whose credits include Pighi 
Ciib, Lurds •}/ Doguiwn and Iriio ihtWild. Italian Moria 
Sigismondi, who had shot music videos for Bowie, 
was brought on board to direct, and the him began 
to take shape. 

“I didn't believe it, 1 couldn’t believe it,” was 
Currie's reaction to the news that her book - her 

adolescence - was going to become a movie. But 

so much that happened to'llie Runaways, so much 

in our story, and 1 didn't know how they would do 

that,” sbe admits, “llie Runaways story - cbe real 

story - would have to be a five-hour film, you taiow?" 
In the end, key episodes - including the fact of her 
rape - were omitted entirely. “I would feel land of 
cheated if we didn't have the book, let's just say that," 
is CurrieY diplomatic lake on the finished product. 

What she docs appreciate is the way Sigismondi 
has captured the energy of ihat era - when the punk 
mowmeni was in its infrncy, and music felt like armed 

revuludon. But according to Currie, 'Ihe Runaways 

newt truly fek like they belonged. “It wasn't about 

we stared our own movement,” she says. “We didn't 

even know what punk was. 'Ihen when me went to 
Europe and saw the real punk mowmmi, it setred 
us to death.” How so? "Joan would have nightmares. 
She would wake up screaming chat she was being shot 

on srage.They threw knives at us.'Ihey threw bottles. 

'fhey were spitting on uE.'lhey were tearing each other 


Filmography 
Cherrie Currie 

Rich Girl (1991) 
The Rosebud Beach Hotel (I9M) 
Wavelength (t9S3) 
Parasite {I9S2) 
Foxes (1980) 


the film shows Powley, played by Michael Shaimon, 
teaching the ^Is how to avoid gertii^ struck cm 
stage, while Joan (pl^ed by Kristen Stewart) lakes 
a leak on a rival guitarist's equipmenL Mlhou^ 
the film painu a picture of a hand enjoying success, 
however, Currie is quick to stress that it didn't feel 
like that at the time, ‘“rhere was no success ibr 
The Runaw^s. In the mewie, there appeals to be but 
there really wasn't." 

Instead, the gruelling schedule of tours, 

recording and promotion took its toll - all the band 

started taking drugs. Prom that point on, tbe story 

was only going to end one way. Couldn't the girls 

see it comity? "In the TOs it was very different 
than it is texiay. If you dafu’r do dru^ there was 
something wrong with you - everybody (fid dru^. 
It was normal. So no, I ciidn’c see h coming,” she 
admits. “It was not only accepted but pushed cm 
us by the people that worked with us. The booking 
agent, the producers, they were the ones who would 
push us aside and say, 'Hey, do you want a pill?’ 
'Hicy were the ones who were supplying us with 
the drugs, so how would we feel that what we were 
doing was wrong when the adults were the ones 
giving it to us?" 

Though I'he Runaways story is marlsd by 
betrayal, Currie can't quite bring herself to blame 

Kim Fowley. “Kim Powley knew how to get people's 

attenlicm," she says, although Currie fakes sole 

did so much to fix her jailbaii image in the minds 

of rcxrk fans (it's a credit that occxgries ber to a 

strange deg re e). But it's her relacionshg) with Joan 

iha defines her still. 'Tve always been a big admirer 

of Jasn - that Joan stuck with this and she truly is the 


everylhing 


- evcTythmg. 








l&ed Hitchcock once said that you can do 
anything to an audience except urinate 
on them. So he mi^t jtjst have approved 
of Fiona Sgismondi's rock biopic. For here, 
at the opening shot, a drop of menstrual blood hia 
a California gdewalk, signifying the jet-propelled 
unset of adolescence in a film that aiiempu to book 
(he spirit of lecnage rebellion. 

'Ibis is the birth of a new era, the mid-'70s, when 
Viksi Coast ^am gave way in the anarchic energy of 
punk. Right in the middle of it is Juan Jett (Khsicn 
Stewart}, dub rat and gutter vamp, protege ofbipsis 
bustler Kim Fawley (Mkhael Shannon). Rtwiey 
has a vision of an all-girl rock group sent to sedu« 
aixl destroy the LA underground. Jett is his bad 
guitarist, but the calafyst for the band’s takeoff wili be 
a bewitdiir^ly yoimg blonde singer, Cherrie Currie 
(Dakota Fannii^}. 

*l'he gory ofThe Rimaways folk>ws a starxlard 
rock nairaiitc - hardworking bond tastes success, 
enjoys the fruits and then Implodes. But Sigismondi 
is less imereaed in the clichn of the genre than 
the rdaiiundiip between Jell and Currie, who 
shared a volatile chemistry that edged into a kind 
of fashiunaMe lesbianism. 


The Riinatiiayi excels in the scertes that c^nire the 
de^ieration of the band's driw to to succeed, to 

escape. 'TTiis is on era in whkh Jett is told ^ a leadier 
rhat don\ play dectric guitar, but'I'he Runawavs 
s|frt and strap and. chrou^ Currie’s infamous corset 
and provocatite onstage persona, flsuru a gaSbait 
sexuality pur^ent with danger. 

Jua as the band Itsell' had timcihing lu prove, 
both Siewan and Fanning ate aiming to cast off the 
shackles of public perception - as 'Ib/iighi virgin and 
child prodigy respeettvdy. It’s Fanning who impnsses 
in the better role as a convincingly lucked-up wild 
child, adroitly t^rping die interitx ctIsIs that makes 
Currie sudi a fascinating charaaer. As Jen, Sewurt is 
more suBry teen than rock goddess. Ic’s a disdnedy one- 
dimaiaonal perfcrmance thoc strikes etaedy the sane 
□cses as Bella. It mi^t he dm: to wtuder 

wbelfaer Stewart has another kind oftnle inber aial. 

A tugger issue than the performances is 
Sigismondi’s treatment of the dun’s relationship 
Much has been made of the sexual dynamic between 
Sicwariaixi Fanning.bui it seems ironic or perhaps 
hypocritical - that a film examining the cx(doitaiion 
of a Icmale band should concern ttself so tmimaiely 
with shots of two young actresses in knickers and 


T-shirts, sharing a publicity-^neradng lestuan kiss 
and an artfully discreet sex scene. The question is 
whether The ffwnoK'qvs interrogates Kim Fovdey’s 
cynicism orechoes it. 

And yet the film remains both a vivid portrait 
of an era and a testament to an unheralded 
rock legend. Cherrie Currie took her fair diare 
of teenage kicks, but she dragged herself back up 
ofl'the canvas. Man Boebenaki 



Enjoyment. Exuben 
and aggressive but a 


In Retrospect. Not i 
breakout that Its sia 
have hoped for, but 




Over Your 
Cities Grass 
Wiii Grow 


Directed by Sophie Fiennes 
Starring Anselm Kiefer, 
Klaus Dermuts 
Released October 15 



I t Ansebn Kiefer hadn't been bom, Werner Hencog 
wotdd have invented him. Ifeihaps it’s unsucpruing, 
then, that \K:ircr-philc Sophfc Fiennes - who 
picnwdy made 77ie Fcnen'r (ridde to Ciiuma with 
mad goiius Slavoj Zizek has diseovcted him. 

Rennes' captivating documentary intnxhices 
the work of the C5-yeaT-old artist, who left (jsmany 
in the eady *90s to b^in creating on extraordinary 
artistic landscape in a wasteland in southern France. 

Labyrintiiine catacombs snake for mile s 
underground. Huge studio spaces have become 
volcanic art factories. Rodc-hewn houses are filled 
with stone bcx>la, ash paintings and bizarre sculptures. 
Giail stone cubes are placed one on top of the ndts 
until they teeter precariously into the clouds like 
celesual palaces. 

Ditching any nairatbn Ibr the dramatic strains of 
Gydrgy Ugcti, Rennes' camera prowls thmjgh Kiefer's 
creadcats (an they naturally occurring? Left hae by 
aliens?) before pausing to meet the maker or work. 

We watdi Kjider mould twisted metal, tom 
concrete and shattered glass. His process is industrial 
and Guries as much primordial prmer as the finished 
work. Although with Kiefer, no piece is ever finished. 
The fibn is almost entirdy wordless until a cetural 
segmeiu when Kider sits demrt with a German 


What troubles him in his core? ‘Beauty is 


the puppet carried in front of me," he answers 
ihou^tiuUy. He talks about boredom: ‘It is only 
when one is bored that one’s consciousness settles, 
reluctantly or even fearfully, on oneself and the 
nature of one^ own existence." He talks about the 
sea, about his suspicions that our cells carry ~a 
iTtemory of our origins" and how life yearns to return 
“to being a happy single in the ocean." As Kiefer 
WTeslles eloquendy and fascinatingly with these Rg 
ideas, his children play in the background. 

Creation and destruction and creodon: Kiefer is 
conslandy tweaking, smashing, burnir^, smearing, 
wrecking his art in an endless organic evolution 
of his world. 'Khtching him at work makes you 
think that if there is a god, he must be a little 
mad. Jonathan Crocker 


i4nf<ci^<ifion. A documer 
about an artist we’ve net 

heard of. 

itary 

1 

Enjoyment. Slow to star 
increasingly captivating. 

■’ 


In Retrospect. A vision t 

art consuming its maker. 

)f 



Certified 


Abbas Kiarostami 
Starring /u/.'erre Binoche, 
H'i//>an> Shimell, Adrian Moore 
Released September 3 


Copy 



I s there ever such a thing as true an? Who or what 
defines auihcmiciiy? Can a copy be considered as 
valuable as the original to which h owes its being? 

'Ibcse questions form the crux of Abbas 
Kiarostami's film; each posed abstractly through 
the thcoieiical discourse of our two protagonists: an 


(Juliette Knoche). ITiey are a couple bonded by 
a common passon but estranged by the crudest 
of biological variations. Theirs is a universal story. 

He, a revered author, and she, an andques seUer, 
meet on a doudless day in rural 'iuscany. A short 
detour takes them to the heart of the region and the 
birthplace of the Italian Renaissance, where they 
soak in high culture and black coB'ee and retrace the 
ancestry of their relationship 

It is here Kiarostami seeks to broaden 
conventional aniiudes towards artistic replication, 
looking beyond language and the time-honoured 


mores of European culture. Stripped down to its 
essence, Ccriifted Cofrv is just another love story 
in a remote 'niscan village - cobbleuune arteries run 
unbroken but for sporadic chocolate box piasas; 
the tranquillity of the place happily spoilt by the 
soothing hum of wedding bells and birdsong. But 
what better place to reassess the mechanisms of 
postmodernism than the adopted home of Borticefii, 

Ifor all its poetry and cinemadc beauty, hovwver, 
Cerr^ed Cofn offers little gratificauon. As the 
genesis of the couple's rendezvoits becomes mired 
in misdirection and illusion, it becomes difficult to 
nvesi in them on any meaningful emotional level. 

Binoche may have been Best Actress redpiem 
in Cannes earlier in the year, but in truth her 
peiformance, while certainly accomplished, is 
nothing special. Shimell (an opera baritone by trade) 
makes the transition to the big screen comfortably. 


but his innate histrionics overcompensaie for his 
character's lack of levity. 

There might Ive enough here to bait the 
cineliteraic crowd, but Kiarostami fiajsuaiingly leaves 
the line slack for too long. Adnm Woodward 


Anticipation. Kiarostami's 
first film outside of Iran 
was a serious contender foi 
the Palme d’Or. 


Enjoyntent. Beautiful, 
elegant, sharp - just not 
as much as it thinks it is. 


In Retrospect. A masterpiece 
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Going the 
Distance 

Direcied by Nanette Buretein 
Starting Drew Bar r y more , Jue tin 
Longt Chrialina Applegate 
Released September 10 



W here now for the romanuc-coroedy? After 
months of the pointless (Kilims), patronising 
{Sex and the City 2) EUid painful (Letters to JiJiet), 
it seems only the Hrcnch tan balance esca[Mm with 
passion, as displayed in Pascal Chaumetl'ssuMimely 
cheeky Hearihreaher. But Hollywood hasn't given 
up. Going the Durance boasts a new trick, swerving 
the Cinderella corniness of its predecessors by 

Drew Barrymore plays Erin, an ambitious 
inlem at a New Vork newspaper. So far, so Kate 
Hudson. But Hrin is about to ftee the city in search 
of ftiU-iime work out west. Just weeks before this 
move to California, however, she falls for record 
plugger Garrett Quatin Ijong). Both know that 
with 3000 miles between them and no cash - this 
relationship won't he easy, but breaking-up seems 
premaltirc. As Brin works the W:si Coast wailing 
tables, and Garrett struggles with love across the 
lime zones, the lealities of n tuigid economy seem 
intent on ftatiening their dreams. 

Going the Disrantx sees romance as make-do* 

a walk-in wardrobe. Brin and Garrett's story plays 
out in grimy bars and sweaty gigs; every look, every 
kiss, every brush of greasy hair feels authentic. 
Mavbe it's because Long and Barrymore actually 
dared, maybe because the actress’ own colourful 


history informs her every performance. Mainly, 
though, itk in the dialogue, a script that revels 
in boozy, iweary and frank discussions of life's 
curveballs that only toil-worn ihiny-somelhings 

Clich« drift in. Garrett's mates arc predictably 
dopey - a panto chorus for the suits in Burbank 
worried about things getting loo insightful - while 
the film's refreshing earthiness occasionally crosses 
the line into plain Amerkan Du-style gross-out. 
But a sweedy judged finale, played out, like much 
of the film, to the viscera! strains of The Boxer 
Rebellion, shows that hard-fou^i romance is all 
the more rewarding. 'Ibe path to true love is lined 
with gravel. James King 


/InflCl^Ofron. Another rom-coir 
Blame Carrie Bradshaw. 

2 

Enjoyment. Gives the love 
story a much-needed punch 

k 

In Retrospect. Doesn’t go 
the whole distance. But it's 
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Frozen 

Directed by Adam Green 
Starring Emma Bell, Shawn 
Ashmore, Kevin Zegers 
Released .September 24 


T hrough a series of calamities, three people are 
left stranded on a chairlift at a ski testri that has 
dosed for the wedt. Suspended high above the ground, 
their increasin^y Irandc appeals liv help are met with 
the dedening silence of an anpiy and indifierem 
hndsape. I’aruc and fnrsibite set in together, while 

This is the elegant premise of Adam Green's 
frocen, one that will descend over the course of 90 


Ashmore), his best friend Dan (Kevin Zegers), aiul 
Dan^ girlfriend Parker (Bmma Bell), really aren't 


Ones they are done with denial and disbelkf, 
the trio turn their attention to the reality of their 
siiuadon. Should they jump or sit dght?Will they be 
rescued fiisi or die from exposure? As they grapple 



with these quesdons, the film assumes an air of 
abnosi unbearable tension. Where so many horror 
films fritter away any empathy for iher protagonists 
by having them make stupid decisions, frasen 
presents a terrible conundrum whose only soludon 
appears to lie in an act of madness. 

Crucially, Green manages to give his charecters 

ihefr &te, even though they are briefly sketched and 

be praclimDy tinwatchable. 'Ibey are amplified by 
a sound design that mercilessly accentuates every 
element of idiysical sulfering, and a relatively lighl 
touch when it comes to the few scenes that rely on 
gory special eflccis. Indeed, fi'nBan does well to retain 
a sense of macabre humour. But make no mistake: 
this is an authentic honor in which the fragile tissue 
of the human body is set against the implacaUe 


hostility of nature. Man Boebeoski 


Anticipation. From Jatos lo The 
Blair K'iioh, horror films love to 



In Retrospect, win make you 

' k 



this year. 




The Last Exorcism 

Directed by Daniel Stamm 

SoTTing Patrick Fabian.Ashley Bell, Louis Herthum 
Reletited September J 

D anid Stamm's 'ITu hxanism is mote rcminisccni of the faux- 
documemary style of BlairWiKli than the pure ‘found footage' approach of 
Pavnarmal Aerivuy, but ultimaiely comes across as a bizarre coufJing of ITti 
is SpiNolTapandRosetmry's Baby. Patrick Habian stars as shady Southern minis ter 
Cotton Marcus, who agrees to let a camera crew record his final exorcism to 
expose how phoney the art of demortic banishment really is. Unl'cmmately, 
this dme be finds himself doing it for real. The Last Exordsm is a fun and well- 
acted movie that utilises a superb central performance 1^' Fabian to create a slyly 
comic air that runs throu^out (he proceeciings. 'Ifte final product works best as 
a pitcb-WacIt comedy - ri^t down to the schlocky denouement - much mote 
than it does as a fiiD-hlcxxied frighietter in the imdilinn of the ne plus ubra of 
reiigious horror. The Uxoicisi. Bruce AcUand 3 3 3 



Collapse 

Directed bj Chris Smith 
Starring Afr'chne/ Rupperl 
Released Oc<o6er J 

C oSapse is little more th.m a man, a chair and a packet of smokes, and yet it is 
an endangered species - a doomsday environmentalist documeruarv that has 
some incrigue artaedted. 'llie man is controveraal author Michael Ruppert who 
believes, vehemently, in the inevitable desirucuon of industriaised civilization 
as we know s, and here he has been given free rein to tell us why. Ruppert has 
a practised and commanding rhetorical style, and his worldview is unnervingly 
persuashc. Oil has peaked artd is running out. he asserts, and capitalism has told 
us the ghost of infinite growth. Under the law of economic gravity, we’re heading 
towards a crash. Director Chris Smith treats Ruppert both asiuclubii andpatieni, 
and becomes across as an angry yci compsssionaic man, secure in his convicuons 
but lost in his emotions. He may teel alone, but now at last he has an audietice. 
Tom Seymour 2^3 

OaeTbe Carlos Issue 



The Arbor 

Directed by Qrb Barnard 

Starring Christine Botloniley, Neil Dudgeon, Natalie Gavin 
Released October 22 

C lio Barnard's dissection of the life and legacy of playwright Andrea Dunbar 
is a fascinBtii^ look at woridi^-class Britain and the efi'ecis of growing up 
on a gritty Bradford estate. But more ihan ihai, it's a stunning meditation on 
die subjectivity of memory. Dunbar’s children - now in their tvwnties - recall 
iheir past in votceorer as actors lip sync iheir lines, with her two dau^ters 
taking centre stage with mumallv sympathetic yet drasdmily difforent accounts 
of their upbrir^ing. 'The lad that they neser appear on screen alleys them to 
talk candidiv, whde Barnard is ^ven the artistic freedom for some snuming 
visuaf interpretations. Fact and fiction merge once more with re-mactmenls 
of Dunbar’s play IheArboron the estate that inspired it, alongside archive footage 
of the artist. This b a deeftiy resonant piece of filmmaking that leaves you sure of 
one thing there’s always mote than one truth. Laura Bushell 3 4 S 



Involuntary 

Directed b)- Kuben Ostiund 

Starring I'lffniar BjOrkman, Linnea Carl-Lamy, Leif Edtund 
Released October 8 

T he back of a couple ofheads;lhe waists of two men; the feet ofpeople entmng 
a party - fust some of the establishing shots in Swedish wriler/director 
Ruben Csdund’s morality ttiece about peer pressure, played out amor^ difierent 

teachers at school respectively. The dilferent scenarios are threaded through 
one another, each one becoming more excruciating as it develops. 'Ibe cathartic 
release of laughter is all too rare, though the film’s humour is reminiscent (rf the 
bleak absurdity of Roy Andeisson's K>u, ihe Living, whose ti'aciured structure 
Dsilund's own film invokes. Some of the uncase of another Swede, Lei the Righi 
Ou/'idirenorTomos .Ufredson, seeps in too. but these minor cautionary talcs of 
embarrassment and ostracism are. for the most part, predictable and undramaiic, 
despite the microscope applied to them. Jonas Milk 4 3 2 





Restrepo 


The Kid 


tXcecicd b>' Tim Hclhcringlon, Sebaalianjunger 
Released October 8 


Directed by Nick Moron 

Storrine Nauacha McElhone, Rupert Friend, loan Gruffudd 
Keleused September 17 


R atrepo was a 15-man uuipost in the Korengol Valley, a'lbliban haven deep 
in Afghanistan. Built in the middle nf the night under 360-degree hie from 
(be elusive, protean enony, it was the tip of the spear in the V(hr on Terror. 'litis 
B a sparse and ^gressive documentary, 'iliere's no voiceowr, no interviews with 
anyone but the soldiers, no Afghan perspective - pist 150 hours of footage cut 
down to a mosaic of enduring momentst the boredom, the fear and Ihjstraiion, 
(be craving for revenge. While the hard question is new voiced, it is nevertheless 
insisteni; why are these soldiers here^'Jhis is modem soldier -literarure, the heir to 
Willied Owen and Bao Ninh. But while Jinsmp} is lucid about the practitioners 
of wv, it is not ‘about' the war. Occasionally, heetingly, we see the people of the 
Korengal - mothers holding children, old men herding goats. Herein lies the 
purpose. Ibis is the war, and it is only glimpsed. Tom Seymour 4 5 5 


A ctor-ttimed-dtrectur Nick Moran follows his workaday Joe Meek biopic 
'/ifriorwithihisbloudlessadaptation oferime writer Kevin Lewis' bcstsellii^ 
autobiography. Locked in a bare, grimy room and routinely bounced off the walls 
by his snaggle-toothed mother, Kevin starts life as a nervous, withdrawn kid 
who excuses himself from PE everyday to hide the angry purple wells marking 
his body. Despite linding snatches of happiness in foster rare, he suffers further 
at the hands of a series of chancers and petty thugs undlBnaltylirallng the courage 
to turn his life around The source book was championed by Thit Airming's Bern 
Brinon, and Moran seems to be aiming for the same audience. Lewis' story 
is unquestionably horrific but by forcing it into the mould of a niumi*-aver- 
adversity heart-warmer, all of the row, nasty edges haw been smoothed off to 
leaw; a sickly-sweet wad of ^oop. Jason Cioodyer 2 21 



Budrus 

Directed byjuiia Bacha 
StatnngAyed Morrar 
Released September 25 

J Israeli separation harrier in the West Bank of Palestine. The Pence', as they 
cafl h, will cut through the town's cmietery, divide us olive groves and take land 
fiom its owners - all in the name of protecting the Israeli people. Bacha deftty 
captures Aved Morrar and his teenage daughter as they unite their communi^ 
with the help of foreign supporters (Including svmpaibetic Israelis) in a struggle 
for their land. By incorporaang imerviews with an Israeli Border Police captain 
and a spokesman from the military police, Budrus presents a relatively balanced 
view of the dispute, paruculoiiy for those unfamiliar with the regional pollucs. 
And yet from ihc very beginning, it's difficult to fathom how one country can 
otter a region and dcclan: parts of it thdr own without expeaing some kind of 
mtsiance.'Ihe people of Budrus can only be admired. Liz Haycroft 3 3 3 



No Impact Man 

Directed b)' Laura Gabbcrt.Justin Schein 
Starring Cob’n Beavan, Michelle Conlin 
Released September J 

olin Becit'an, the 'No Impact Man', is another purUonical enviionmentalisl. 
(3r mavbehe's jua a masochist. His wife is a caffeine-addiczed iournalist and 

to make 'No Impact' (no electridty, no waste, only local, seasonal food) fior a solid 
year. It doesn't sound Idte fun, and it isn't fun to watch. He obiecis to toilet paper, 
and when his wife pines altera new hag, he fools at her as if she's on iIk hoard of 
BP and clubs seals in her qtaie time. Colin is also into self-promotion, or raising 
awareness, depending on your cynicism gauge. 'Tm lust following the diktats 
of my conscience, " he says as justification. Hair play, but the great unwashed with 
the pliable coitscicnce tend to enjoy things like Starbucks, hot showers and good 
movies. Until he acknowledges ihai contradiction, the No Impact Man will have 
exactly that. Tom Seymour 211 
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see myself around 12-years-old in a movie 
theatre down below the building where 
I used to live with my parents. I remember 
watching 2001: A Space Odyssey, and this 
existential, cryptic Journey literally captured 
me and brought me into this fascinating 
world of cinema.* 

Gabriele Muccino has a way with words. 
And Images, too. But today, at the centre 
of a whirlwind of cameras and people In a 
West London hotel room, the director is 
talking. Talking, talking in richly idiomatic 
English - visualising only in his head the 
pictures and memories that have brought 
him to this place. 

English-language audiences know Muccino 
best for two Hollywood collaborations with 
Will Smith. The Pursuit of Happyness and 
Seven Pounds. But although he describes 
the process of working in America as 


a rebirth that made him feel “incredibly 
alive', he Is first, foremost and completely 
a disciple of Italy. 

*I can say without doubt that Italian cinema, 
to me. remains the perfect example of 
what cinema should be.' he says. ‘There is 
something in the golden age of Italian cinema, 
the cinema that ended In the ‘70s and started 
in the late '40s. that is unique and not easy 
to display or to explain. You can clearly feel 
that Italian cinema was born literally from the 
ashes of fascism, from bombing, from the war. 
It felt like the Italian nation had to be really 
down and out in order to find the inspiration 
to reveal something about themselves. This 
Struggling element I think Is what makes the 
characters so poignant, so poetic, somehow 
iconic and so real. And also unique. I can't 
recall other International cinematographies 
that have been able to portray the weak spots 
of humanity like the Italian cinema.' 




After falling in love with cinema as 
a boy, Muccino quickly moved on 
from Kubrick to the Italian masters 
of that golden age - Vittorio Oe Sica. 
Eltore Scola, Bernardo Bertolucci. 'As 
a director I fool Incredibly linked to 
the great masters of Italian cinema.' 
he says. "Every time I have found 
myself with a lack of inspiration 
I re-watch certain movies, and through 
the experience of revisiting and 
re-watching those movies, i find 
an extra inspiration and an extra 
bravery." The only exception is with 
the greatest master of them all, Fellini: 
“Fellini is too big," says Muccino, 
wide-eyed. "Fellini Is such a giant 
that you can’t really learn his way. It's 
too unique." 

Fellini aside, Italian einoma prides itsolf 
on passing down the lessons of its 
craftsmanship from one generalion to 
the next. The result Is a loose system, 
or perhaps simply a collective belief in 
the principles of passion, imagination, 
style, aesthetics, realism and heritage. 

Muccino developed his craft the 
traditional way, directing short films 
that gave him the freedom “to make 
mistakes, and from any mistake you 
make you learn something. Thai has 
been my belief for something like 10 
years where I really collected a lot of 
experiences as a director." 

That led to a first feature, Eeco Fatto. 
a low-key comedy In 1998. Bui it was 
200l's The Last Kiss with Stefano 
Accorsi and Vincere star Giovanna 
Mezzoglorno that really saw Muccino 
emerge with a distinctive directorial 
voice. It was the culmination of a long 
and difficult journey: 'It's very hard for 
somebody who wants to be a director." 
he admits. "You have to knock on 
a certain door and find somebody to 
welcome you. That's very hard when 
there are many other competitors. 
I really had to find my own way, which 




probably has been an asset, an extra 
strength, because I had to find my 
voice through my own work." 

Conscious of tho obstacles he has 
faced in his own career, Muccino Is 
now working alongside PeronI Nostro 
Az2urro lo create an Academy' that 
will offer him the chance to mentor 
a new generation of young filmmakers 
and technicians. Under the banner of 
the Peroni Nastro Azzurro Accademia 
del Film con Gabriele Muccino, the 
director has shot a short film, Senza 
Tempo (pictured opposite), in Rome 
where he was shadowed on set by 
a hand-picked selection of young crew 
members from a fellow director to 
a producer, composer. DP, stylist and 
make-up artist. 

*My collaboration with the Accademia 
Peroni Nastro Azzuro is creating 
the opportunities that I wished i'd 
had when I was dreaming of being 
a filmmaker." he reveals, "It reminds 
me how frustrated I was when I 
couldnl get such chances. And I see 
myself in those great guys that we 
selected, when I was really dreamirtg 
and struggling." 

But he's not about to go easy on these 
youngsters, either. "You need to be 
frightened by your material, you need 
to be challenged, you need to be ready." 
says Muccino. "You have to know that 
if you don't get really challenged, you 
may be lazy and then you may end up 
doing something lacking energy." 


As Muccino and Peroni Nastro Azzurro 
come together to celebrate their shared 
values of passion, craftsmanship and 
attention to detail. It's hard to see that 
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MUUUILE AUGUST 31 

FLASH GORDON 

DIRECTED El MICE IlDCES IIEIOI 

Flash, ah, ah. saviour of the universe is back, 
as II he'd ever left. Now you can see mad Max von 
Sydew’s Mins ilio Morclless, Brian Blessed In tin 
foil wings, and a moustachioed Timothy Dalton on 
the planet Mongo, all In glorloue HD. But for all 

director Mike Hodges made Ger Carter, and 

for Fellini. H 

RIO BREAKS 

QIRECIED ir JUSTIN HITCIiai 12009) 

True to its etna libra root!, Rio Breaks is an 
eletnenial celebration of the Favela Surf Club - 
a small, allruieiic enterprise that offers Rio's 
slum kids a chance at a better life. Shot with 
protean skill, this Is a uniQue rendering of 
a seething, sun-drenched city and its fearless, 
beautiful children. TS 



DIRECTED IT HIRRT KUHEl (1971) 


coming out of 1970s Belgium. This IDO-mlnute 
director’s cut Is the Hrst time the film has been 
shown In Its unedited form. As befits arthouse, 
II Is an atmospheric, charactor-heavy, totally 
bizarre experience, n 


IVmUBLE SEPTEMBER li 

VALENTINO: 

THE LAST EMPEROR 

OIRECIEO IT MATT TYUNAUER (2001) 

Documenting the final year in the career of 

Emperor is an Intimate fly-on-the-wall glimpse 
into a life that is by turns bewildering, bizarre 
and inspirational. There are the expected temper 

parties, but there's also much to admire. JB 

CASANOVA 70 

DIRECTED OT MARIO MQNICELLI (1900) 

Stud-muffin Marcello Mastroianm stars ss an 
army officer with an eye for the ladles In this light 
Italian comedy. Yot even partnered with eome of 
Europe's most beautiful actressos, he can only 
‘perform’ when faced with grave danger. Cue 

iiNGBRimii 

DIRECTED IT CARLOS ORDOKS (2010) 

Steinbeck's Innovative experlmenlal novella? 
Really? No, of course not. This is Meat Loaf. 
In a house. With a tiger. And an autistic child. 
Forget Snakes on a Plane... Oh wait, you already 


SCANDAL 

DIRECIEDiTMICHAELCATON-JONESdOeO) 

The Profumo AHalr. considered the forerunner of 
decades of political sleaze and the catalyst for 
the downfall of Harold Macmillan's government. 

hypocrisy. Directed by Michael Caton-Jones and 
spearheaded by John Hurt, Joanne Whalley and 
Ian McKellen, this is a saucy experience full of the 
type of graphic sex scenes that terrify censors. JI 

COOL AS ICE 

DIRECTED OT DAVID KELLOGG (1991) 

a bike, y'all. He’s blond, he's bad and he's coming 
to town to mess up your daughters and blow 

a hostage situation and get the giri. If 

LOLA 

DIRECTED IT JACQUES DEMY (1961) 

Jacques Demy's debut feature is a loving tribuie 
to his Idol Max Ophuls, who has to be one 
of the most unheralded mestere in the history of 
cinema. Described by Demy as a musical without 
music', the film fellows the pregnant Lota as she 

CAUGHT IN THE 

CROSSFIRE 

DIRECTED 9T BRIAN A MILLER (2119) 

Whai do you mean, just another cop and 
corruption thriller In downtown Delroif? This 
one's got Chris Klein In It. You know? The guy 
from Street Fighter.' The Legend of Chun-LJ7 Oh, 
and some guy called Cuttle Jackson, whoever 
he is. Think Copland but greyer. If 


tHILUBLE SEPTEMBER 13 

THE THIRD MAN 

DIRECTED OT CAROL REED 11949) 

Another re-release of Carol Reed's classic British 
film noir, with Joseph Gotten chasing Orson Welles 
through a dank, devastated Vienna reeling from the 
ravages of World Wtr II. Allds Vslll gives eicellsnt 
support as a ravishing moll who refuses to accept 
that Welles' Harry Lime Is anything but eweei. ■ 


THE PIANIST 

OIRECnO t1 ROMAN POLANSKI (2002) 

A cold and convincing study of life In the Warsaw 
ghetto, The Pianist sees Adrien Brody bearing 
the burden of the survivor - an overyman who 
through luck and the charity of others Is destined 

Polanski’s Holocaust epic resists moralising, and 
emerges stronger for it. OS 

THE GRADUATE 

OIRECIEO or MIKE NIOHOIS 11302) 

On paper, a film following a bookish rich kid 
striking out into tho world of adults might seem an 
unlikely candidate to become seismic, generation- 
defining cinema. In reality, Tho Gratfuare Is as 
fresh-faced as the day It was released - It’s 
unlikely Dustin Hoffman's growing pains will ever 

MULHOLLAND 

DRIVE 

OIRECIED Sr DAVID LYNCH (2001) 

It’s almost a decade since David Lynch took 
audiences on a nightmarish saunter through the 
dark underbelly of the Hollywood machine, yet 
Mulholland Driva still delivers a potent kick of 

If ever a film both deserved and demanded 
repeat viewings, this is it. tW 

DELICATESSEN 

DIREGIED BY JEAN-PIEflRE JEUNET (1991) 

Fusing sci-ft dystopia with childish fable and 
dark comedy. Doliealessen thrusts ua Into the 
weird lives of the 'surfacers' and 'troglodists', 
each part of a fuiuristic, part-subterranean 
landscape where lentils are used as currency. 
It’s an auspicious debut from a talented director 
and peertess visual Innovator. TS 

LE CERCLE 

ROUGE 

OIRECIED IT JEAN-PIERRE MELVILLE (1921) 

Brimming with aiistential angst and hard- 
boiled pastiche, Jean-Piarre Melville’s 
heist job finds its way onto Btu-ray for 

maasags Is clear: crime doesn't pay. Bui 
Alain Delon's powerhouse turn as a wall- 
healed crook trying to stay one step ahead 
of his comeuppance makes La Catela Aeuga 
a nso-noir claaalc well worth revisiting, tl 


BREATHLESS: 

50TH ANNIVERSARY 

DIRECTED BY JEAN-LOC GDOARD (I960) 

of its generation. Godard’s Brealhiass 
hasn't lost an inch of its Parisian swagger 
or Mouvelfs Vague cool. Godard may have 
left his acumen in the '60s. but Jean-Paul 
Belmondo and Jean Seberg remain lha 

Young love, patty crime and thrift-store 
glamour have never felt so fresh. II 


XHIHBLE SEPTEMBER 21 

SHOOTING ROBERT KING 

DIRECTED BT RICHARD PARRY (2601) 

While most people would do anything lo 
avoid a war zone, photographer Robert King 
has spent the last 17 years seeking them out. 
Richard Parry’s extraordinary documentary 
follows him through Bosnia, Chechnya and Iraq 
as he risks life and limb lo bring lha indelible 
images of conflict to breakfast tables around 
lha world. JC 



LONG ENOUGH 

DIRECTED BY TDM COLLINS (2099) 


humourless humour to OVD. The polar 
personality Jones brothers confront past 
mistakes on a stag trip to Donegal. A 
strong cast admirably facklet a ditjolnisd 
script featuring Inexplicable chapter breaks, 
llresome flashbacks and prodiciable plei 

DEMONS 

DIRECTED BT LAMBERTO BAVA |I9B9| 

A gloriously daft horror from the 'Dario 
Arganlo Presents' stable in which puntere 
at an apparently cursed cinema find 
lhamselvee trapped as events in the film 
they're watching begin to unfold in reel life. 
Lamberto Bava's enjoyable paeudo-zombia 
film delivers all the standard gore conteni 
expected from Italian horrors of the era. FB 


»V>IL>ILt uaiOBER 4 

DEFAMATION 

DIRECTED BT TOIV SHIUIR (Z0D9) 

This award-wInnlng documentary from Israeli 
fifmmakerYDav Shamir examines the perceptions 

among some US and Israeli politicians who 
use 'anti-Semitism' as an all-purpose label for 
anyone who criticises Israel. After its premier, 

Irony, described the film as a 'cheapening of the 
Holocaust and belittling of anii-SemilIsm'. It 


HVUimit OCTOBER M 

LAST TRAIN 

HOME 

DIRECTED BT LIXIR TIN lEODR) 

Every year, 130 mililon Chinese migrant 
workers travel across the vast country lo 
return to their rural homes for New Year. It's the 
largest human exodus on earth, an incredibly 
cinematic pilgrimage that, unlil Lixln Fan's Last 
Train Home, had never been eaughi on camera. 
There are few better modem exemptes of film 
capturing a country caught between Its rural 
past and urban future, and the human coat of 
a genuine Industrial revolution. fS 


»VillL»ILE OCTOBER 25 

POSSESSION 

DIRECTED BT ANDRZEJ ZULAWSKI (I9BI) 

Making its way to the UK on DVD for the first 

on lha 'Video Nasties' blacklist, Poasaasion 
is Andrzej Zulawskl'a Intense psychological 
horror with a dogmatic political undercurrent. 
A justifiably controversial precursor to 
Lars von Trier's Anrlchrlar. this la about as 
antl-mainstraam as they come. It 



DIRECTED BY RDB SIEFANIUK (2009) 


The Winners on tour around North America 
after their bassist turns into a vampire. With 
Alice Cooper and Iggy Pop featuring. Suckle 
a worthy comedy but can sometimes feel like 
an extended backslapping eeation for day- 
inppere from tho reck retiremeni home. IS 





you feel more debased doesn't reach up from 
the abyss to lick your heels with the cold fires 
of perdition, but comes In the touch of anything 
warm or safe or clean. 

Welcome to a world where the whores hustle 
while the hustlers whore and Joey Travolta's 
squad of vice cops patrols the Sunset Strip 
With all the street smarts of a flock of sheep. It’s 
a beat that largely consists of keeping labs 
on the beefy transvestites, rodeo Joes and 
unravelling starlets of East Los Angeles, and one 
which IS duly carried out wMi all the diligence 
and professionalism normally associated with 
that famously Incorruptible band of brothers, 
the LAPD What nobody has decided, however, 
IS whether the remit of Hollywood Wee Squad Is 
in the Jurisdiction of hard-hitting expose or the 
no-tly-zone of pornographic buffoonery. 


'The Hollywood Vice Squad', we are informed 
via a eobar title card, 'ie one of the moat unusual 
polfca organisatlona In the country. The stories 
you ars about to see are all baeed on real 
oaaaa.' It't a stark miasion ttatement worthy of 
a harrowing documentary or an awards hopeful 
Itlsalsoonewhichwedo not believe foramomeni, 
but It rioes at least begin to prepare us for our 
forfheomirtg journey Into a Stygian netherworld 
where nothing more than the guttering light of our 
increasmgty besieged souls shall guide us. 

Through the rusty gates of a neon sexual 
Disneylaitd we embark on a fruitless trek across 
a depraved Fantasia of the Damned populated 
by an accursed travesty of bondage Bambis, 
gimp-masked Goofys and deviant Dumbos. For 
here Is a thres-ringed circus of bsck alley 
bacchanalia, whare the only thing that can make 


The main plot, concarnirtg a mother searching 
for her runaway daughtar through the flesh-dens 
and coke pits of La La Land In the hope that she 
can convince her to return to an unlulfllled life of 
threadbare drudgery In the dust-blown wastes of 
Oklahoma, is broken up by a series of jarringly 
poWleBt asides In which traumatic acts of 
underage S&M sit uncomfortably next to scenes 
of googly-eyed prurience and slapstick violence. 

Robin Wright essays the errant daughter's 
swift transition from puppy-fat farm girl to 
sallow-chsaked crack-basket with no little skill, 
and Frank Gorshin makes for a convincingly 
degenerate skin trader There's even a priceless 
snapshot of Csrrie Fisher in that flve-mmuts 
window that existed between her appearance 
as slave girl Leia in Jsbba's palace and the 
squawking, pie-faced harndan that's been 
turning up on chat shows ever since. But these 
are mere drops in an ocean of sleaze and are 
soon lost under waves of slurry. 

The film’s many side-plota rely entirely on 
the assumption that any and all interaction 
between a bunch of llquored-up frar boys, 
an uptight Japanese businessman, a gaggle 
of prissy dowagers and a smart-mouthed 
hooker with a face like 40 miles of bad retd 
will sutomatically trigger comedy dynamlM. The 
only fall-back option to thia ironclad thesia is 
to send Travolta undercover in a bliKida wig and 
aSpandexboob-tube toinflbrafe Gorshin's stable 
of gamine prostitutes. At what point do the other 
giris see through his grotesque charade? Would 
you believe it's not until he foi^els himself after 
downing a tix-pack of Colt 45 and takes a leak 
standing up? No, neither did we. 

Of course, explaltation, titllletion and bush 
league production values are nothing new to this 
colurm. but given the shot in the arm that the 
pom industry had rscehred from the mid-'6Ds 
vidao explosion, the precise timing of this deeply 
unpleasant collection of seedy vignettes makes 
the film appear less like the frank chronicls 
of human weakness It would have us believe 
It is, and more akin to a cooing love letter to the 
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LA STRADA 

( I 9 » 4 ) 
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C an si dared amongst the masterpioces 
of twentieth-century filmmaking 
(though critic David Thomson 
proves a dissenting voice, iabelling 
rt ’desperately portentous') and 
nestling alongside the more celebrated La Dolce 

Vita (I960) and frequently revived Nighta of 

Ceirirte (1957). La Strada stands as one of the 
pinnacles of Federico Fellini’s career. A sad and 
poignani remembrance of Innocence lost and 
of the roads that each of ue must choose, It’s 
a mournful and melancholy work suffused with 
misgiving and regret. 

Sold by her impoverished mother to Zampand 
(Anthony Quinn), a brutish fairground wrestler, 
warf-like Getoomina (Gluietta Maaina) lives 
a life of drudgery as his assistant. After taking 
to the road with a travelling circus, a budding 
relationship with II Matto (Richard Basehart) - 
a gentle-natured. tightrope walking clown - offers 
a potential refuge from her master's clutches. 
Trapped by her own servile nature, Qelsomina 
wavers, and Zampano's volcanic temper erupts 
with tragic consequences. 

Characlenstically ml nglingelements of Fell ini's 
own btogrsphy with metaphor and symbolism. 


La Strada also combines an easygoing charm with 
a far harder-edged realism In the form of domestic 

violence and the unsweetened presentation of 

Italy's economically deprived and decaying towns. 

Though Quinn is histrionic, Masina - Fellini’s wife 

and muse - is astonishing in the central role. Her 
performance, the evocative Nino Rota score and 
Otello Martelii's ravishing photography combined 
to make the film a very attractive proposition to 
the American Academy voters, who bestowed 
on La Strada the honour of becoming the winner 
of the first official Academy Award for Best Foreign 
Language Film. 

Recalling American road movies set hi the 
Depression era for Its focus on Gelsomina’s 
poverty as a catalyst for mobility, the film then 
meanders horn the rheme of paucity, becoming 

more concerned with its central character's 

emctiortal and spiritual alienation and pursuit 
of creativity. 

In this regard, Driving Viaions author David 
Laderman argues that. In conjunction with Ingmar 
Bergman's IV/ldSrraw0srrfss(l9S7), the influence 
of FeUinl's film on the road movie genre Is seismic. 
'Bergman snd Fellini helped forge the modemisi 
language and landscape that paves the way for 


the French New Wave, which, in turn, influences 
the road mevie's Now Amarican Cinema.' 
he writes. 

Though outwardly La Strada little resembles 
the first American films of the late '6O5 and early 

TOs, its reliance an a character whose narrative 

journey is predicated upon introspection and 

reflection, and whose passage through the 
alienating landscape becomes an allegory for 
a search for meaning and a sense of purposo 
m life, undoubtedly loomed large over filmmskers 
such as Dennis Hopper. Monte Heilman and 
Richard Sarafian. 

Effectively using travelling shots looking 
backward from the circus truck in which Gelsomina 
travels, Fellini also Incorporates a scries of on-road 
montage sequences and elaborate moving camera 
shots to convey the barren and empty landscape 
threugh which the entertainers trek. These 
flourishes and lyrical moving-camera sequences 

would become a prominent feature of the master's 

work. Here they brilliantly convey to the spectator 
lives lived, very literally, on the road. Finally, Ihe film 
is notable for being one of the earliest road movies 
to feature a female protagonist. Surprisingly few 
foHowsd In its wake. 
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. Vittorio Oo Sica, ona of tha 
koy founders al nenroaNtm, director of Tba 

Bieyel* Thitvtt. the cinomatic alehemisi 
who made the tough llvae of the Roman 
poor shine with something approaching 
magic and in the process handed back some 


eople 
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hu mi 


railtyw. 


ooftop? 


in front of a contused student priest 
while Marcello Mastioianni loiters in the 
background until ha can get his end away, 
that's what The Him was the portmanteau 
Tesfertfey. Today and Tomorrow (1963) and 
to Do Sica's growing band of dacraetors it 
was further proof that a oncB-lovad Innovator 
had lest his way. Today. It’s one of Da Sica's 
most stylistically InTerastlng works, part 
satire and part pastiche of '60s cinematic 
fashions, and a reminder that there's more 
to the silver fox's oeuvre than metaphorical 
pedaJ -driven quests. 

By the lime of that roof-top farce. 
Oa Sica waa already in hie sixties but he'd 
lost none of the energy and easy charm that 
had helped make him a matinea idol - 'the 
Malian Maurice Chevalier’ - nearly 30 years 
earlier Had war not intruded, ho may even 
have boon content to centinuo tha string of 


dozens of unchallonging but popular romantic 
adventure stories and light comedies that 
he made his own in fascist-era Italy. 

In dangerous times for an artist, he was 

the dictatorship was complex. His movie star 
status lent a useful normality to a regiine 
bent on suffocating the national creative 
urge, but ho was tanialisingly out of roach 
lor lhair political purposes, politely turning 
down tha offer to run the fascist Him school 
at Venice and dodging Josoph Goebbels' 
admiring imprecations As an actor, he may 
have made a career from conjuring good- 
hoaned chancers like Mister Max (1937) 
or the kindly patrician policeman of Broad, 
Loye and Dreams <1953). but De Sica could 
be a shrewd manipulator behind the scenes, 
as he famously demonstrated when he 
planted cigarettes on the seven-year-dd 
Enzo Staiola before loudly accusing him of 
theft before the entire crew of The Bicycle 
Tn»vas. It was a move Hitchcock wouM have 
been proud of. and the child's taarful outrage 
Is one of the lilin’s standout moments. 

That film wee one of a tno of De 
Sica's works between 1946 and 1952 ihal 

world. And unless your Idea of good times 
is the deslruction of childhood friendship by 
a corrupt adult world (,Shoe-Shine. 1946) or 
(spoiler) an old man and his cute dog getting 
m by a tram (.Dmberro D.. 1952). it was also 
the most optimistic of the three. What the 
disillusioned cinsastes critical of De Ski's 
later work failed to understand was that, 
lor him. neoraalitm was just an accurate 
cinematic tanguega he could uca to rellecl 
the haish reality of survival in post-war Maly. 
Ka'd never sought a collection of rules to 
follow, nor a manifesto of light and framing 


1960s would have been dishonest More. It 
would have meanr De Sica denying his hrst 

He produced a rash of crassly enjoyeble. 
senlimsntal sat ires - including Boccaccio '70 
(1962). and Marriage llalian Style (1964) - 
Ihal were the direct detcendente of the tilme 
Ihal had made Do Sica famous in the 1930s 
and 1940s - and the Italian public Hocked to 
see them. The director’s work with the Malian 
Tony Hancock’, Alberto Socdi. net to mention 
the bump 'n' grind period Sophia Loren, rank 


I of the I 


films of t1 
to thenar 


cade. But De Sica fell vi 


that he himself had helped create 

Kis films, both as director and actor, wera 
dismissed as sentimonial fluff or populist 
trash In tha case of aub-Carry On capers hko 
Nero’a Weekend (1956) or turgid Euro epics 
Ilka I960's The Battle ofAutieihit. the critics 
may have had a point. But much of Oe Sica'e 
later output It worth returning to, net least 
hts Him of the great Italian novel. TTie Garden 
ot the FimhCenrInis (1970). 


Ross 


1 the I, 


I '40s 


n Italian 


talked al 


Da Sica later admitted that he had become 

all ot Ins own money on Umberto O But his 
contidencs in his own vision remained intact 
■I’m never affoctod by crihes I don’t esteem.* 
he said in one of hit last liiieiviswa batora 
hia death in 1974 *1 trust my conscience and 
my aencibilitiee* 
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FESTIVAL OF NEW CINEMA 
AND DIGITAL CULTURE 
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AND hits Manchester 01-07 October 2010 - join us 
for a curious mix of mind-blowing art, screenirigs. 
performances, debates aid discussions. 

WWW. andfestt\/al.ofg.uk 

“a boldly froev^eeling Estival - something of a call 
to arms” The Guardian 


Piesenled by. 

SS!lfJ!f£SH8«.1S FACT° 


Part Of: 



Fundad by: 

Lajaty ^ Lj ® 

VISIONMEDIA 





STONE 


THE TEMPEST 

DIRECTED BY Julie 'I'aymor PIA December 2010 

:n Mirren U ki to sinrm awards 
on with her siairing mlc as 
I’roqrero (renamed Prospeca) in Julie 'laynicir’s 
9XteenLh*century'Se( Shakespeare adapralion. Ben 
Whishaw co-srars as Ariel wilh Diimcm Hounsou as 
Caliban, while Kussell Brand cakes a rare arthouse 


THIS MUST 
BE THE PLACE 

DIRECTED BY Paolo SorrendnoETA 201 1 

I Fikning has begun on chc II Dnv 
direcior's hni English language film, 
which (elk (be story cf a bored rock scar (Sean lAnn) 
who Biempia to find ihe Nad war criminal (Ilany 
Dean Stanton) who IdUed his father. U' you couldn't 
guess from the tide, Dasid Bsrne of T'alldng Heads 
prosides the score. 

TOTAL RECALL 

DIRECTED BY LenWseman ETA 201 1 

(They just won’t leave the classics 
alone, will liKy} Live Fne or Die Hard 
direcior IxnVt'iscman is said lo be in line to take on 
this remake of I’auIVcihnesen's 1090 sci-fi flick. Sot 
screenwriter Kurt VE’immer is also on board. What 
are the odds on SaraVKirihingion playing the lead? 


THE MASTER MELANCHOLIA 


DIRECTED BY Pauniiomas Anderson ETA 2011 

I Despite some funding issues, PTA’s 
follow-up to ’/here VlVt Be Blood finally 
began shooting during the summer. Philip Seymour 
Hoffman plays a 1 OSOs-cra cult leader allegedly 
based on Scientology founder I. Ron Hubbard. 
T'here will be controversy. 

THE AVENGERS 


DIRECrED BYJossWhedon EIA Sumt 


all con 


:r 2012 


lovies? Mars'el 
imwiled its lull Avengers line-up at this year’s 
Comic-Con festivnl. Joining Robert Downey Jr’s 
Iron Man and Chris Evans’ Captain America 
are Jeremy Benner as llawkeye and a new Hulk in 
the shape of Mark RulTalo. Mayhc the l2-)s:ars-old 
are excited but do grown-ups really stil care about 
this stuff anymore? 


DIRECTED BY l.ars von Trier ETA Spring 2011 

l.ars von Trier's apocalyptic drama 
has begun filming, with Kiefer 
Sutherland and Kirsten Dunsi starring alongside 
Charlotte (iainsbourg. John Hurt and Charioiie 
Rampling. T'he mischievous director describes it 
os a 'psychological disaster movie.' Just Eke all his 
other films, then. 

RARE EXPORTS 

3) BY Jalmari Helonder EIA Christmas 2010 
ile the American studios usually 
us with Christmas turkevs slairii^ 
Mnce Vaughn, there^ something else to look forward 
to this Yuledde. Namely this Intriguing ofleringtrom 
cult Finnish director Jalmari Hclandcr.TTus faniasy 
ihriDer is based on Hclartdcc's popular inicmel 
dioris, and should ofi'er an unusual twist to the 



UNTITLED 

BATMAN 

PROJECT 


SOMEWHERE 

DIRECfED BY Sofia Coppola ETA December 2010 
'ITie imQer tor Cioppoii't long- 
ci follow-up 10 MaruAmnnate 
as an lA-hucd answer u Li)ii 
nTmmimon. U'saD pasiclhues.hotel moms and indie 
»n^ cn ihe soundirack. Will it lesuciea Stepboi 
Dorff's career? 'llie answer is probably ^s. 

LAPIEL 
QUE HABITO 

DIRECTED BY Pedro Almodovar ETA 2011 

'Hie Spanish auteur has begun filming 
his latest collaboration with one-time 
Antonio Banderas. 'Ihc psychological drama 
tells the story of a plastic surgeon who cracks down 
his daughter's rapist and performs a sex change 
operation on him. Elena Anaya co-stars. 

AT THE 
MOUNTAINS 
OF MADNESS 

DDtECTED BY Guillermo delToro ETA 2013 

Having quit The Hubbii, dd I'om will 
■■■■i next take on this mega-budget 3D hr 
movie, produced by none other than James CaitKran. 
'ITk film is based on an I IP Lowerati nnveDa about 
gruesome nxtnsters reanimated in the South lYile 
dursigihc 1930s. Don't expect it fa 


THE GIRL WITH 
THE DRAGON 
TAHOO 


DIRECTED BY David Fincher EIA Summer 201 1 

liel Craig wSi play Dtestigative 
no Mikael Blomkvist in the 
sure-to-be-enormous Hollywood adaptations of 
Siieg Larsson’s Swedish crime oilogy.l'he covoed 
role of IJsbeth Salander has been bagged by the 
relatively unknewn Rooney Mara. 


WE NEED 
TO TALK 
ABOUT KEVIN 


DIRECTED BY Lynne Ramsay ETA Spring 201 1 



harrowing bestseller starring'filda Swinion as Eva, 
the grieving mother of Coliimbuie-ayle high sdiool 
shooter Kevin (Ezra Miller). Predicted to premiere 
at rtexi year’s Cannes. 


RABBIT HOLE 

DtRECTUDBV John Camerun MiuhdlETA Early 201 J 
I Filming has wrapped on John Camemn 
chell's adaptation of David Lindsay- 
Aboire's Ihilitzer Prize-winning Broadway tearjerker. 
bncole Kidman and Aaron Hctttan play the couple 


s extremely poa 


gnev 


of th 


espedaily for the resurgent 


WAR HORSE 

DIRECTED BY Siewn Spielberg EIA Summer 201 1 
fSfffflKlt actors make up the bulk of 
tBIftlliiCiv the cast for Spielberg's adaptation 
of Michael Morpurgo's World War l-sci children's 
book. Emily Wauon, David 'I'bewlE and Stephen 
Cirahant will join newcomer Jeremy Irvine in what 
is already being described as a spiritual fbllotv-up to 
Empire of the Swi. 


PM STILL HERE 

DIRECTED BY Casey Affleck EIA January 201 1 

'Ihe Lnsi Viar qf Jeoijuin Fheenix, 
I Casey Affleck’s documentary 
reportedly shows the OLidiator star indulging in all 
sons of debauched bdiaviour during bis year as 
a heaixJcd hgt-hop wannabe (on the menu: seal pent), 
Is it perlbmtance art, an elaburaie (tactical joke, 
ora thesis on mental atllapsd’ And who really cares? 




A SAD TRUMPET 
BALLAD 


I DIRECTED BY Alex de In Igletia ETA 201 1 
'The Spanish diiecinr's laiesi is mcani to be 
a nrcurn to (bnn aficr ihe disappointing Oxjani Murden. 
Set across four decades, ihis idls ihe story of two clowns 
who fall in love with the same trapeze artia during the 


MIRAL 


DIRECTED BY Julian Schnabel ETA November 201 1 

in Sdinabel’s Collow-up to The 
I IXviytgBeSandiheBuiierftyhiaKioiiea 
festival fwouriie.evenifitdoes indie political crntriweisy. 
CXir own Heida Pinto pi^ a Paiesdnian teacher who 
(alls in low: with a paKiical activist in IQSOs Israel. Pinto 
Kquict hcntcif well in the liaiier,now online. 


NORWEGIAN 

WOOD 

DtRECTED BY l'ran Anh Hung ETA Eariy 201 1 

ASO-secondteaserforchisadaptadonof 
(■■■■■UV Haruki Murakami's beloved coming-of- 
age novel quietly found its way online recendy, but gives 
little away about what to expect. Audiences at the Venice 
Him Fesiiva] wiU be able to find out more in September. 


MONSTERS 



Its trails, now cniine, it one of the best we’ve seen in 


too much away One tn look forward to. 


ON THE ROAD 

DIRECTED BYVCallerSalles ETA 2011 

I PUming has begun on this adaptation of Jack 
Kcrauac's legendary Beat novel, with our 
n Sam Riley os Sal Paradise, and TRON: Legacy's 
up aaor Oarrei Hedlund os Dean Moriarty. 
Stewart and Kirsten Dunst round off the cost. 
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